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: To. the Right Honourabie, 

THOMAS Eatl of Danby, Vilcount Lati- 
mer, and Baron OYBORNE of Kiveton 
in. York-/hire, Lord High Treaſurer of 

. England, Oneof His Majeſties moit Ho- 
nourable Privy Council, and Knight of 
the Moit Noble Order of the Garter,c*c. 


— 


My LORD, 
: Ne ,Wr--, HE Gratitude rf Poets is fo treubl:ſome a. 
W GN 4% Virtue to Great M1, that you are often in dan- 
PN ACh < ger of your own Rensfits : For you are threat:n'd 
> 7 uy with ſome Epiſtle, and not ſufſerd to do Geod 
COPS! Z<_\ in quiet, or to compound for their Silznce whom 
Ca & BN or have Oblig'd. Tet, I Confifs, I aithy ” 
COR re RES. am, mor ought to be ſurpriz'd at this Indulgence ; 
For' your Lordſhip has the ſame Right to Favenr Poctry mhich the 
Great and Noble have ever had. 


Carmen amat, quiſquis carmine digna gerit. 


Ther: is ſom:what of a ty: in Nature betwixt thoſe who are Born for 
Worthy Actions, and thoſ: who tan tranſmit them 10 Peſterity : And 
though onrs be'mnch the inf-riour part, it com:s at Laſt within the 
Perge of | Alliance ; nor ar? ws unprofitable M:nebers of the Commons 
wealth, mhn we animate others to theſ: Virtues, which we Copy and 

Deſcribe from you. 
= Tis indted their Inter:ft, who end:avonr ths Subwve;fion of Goorn> = 
w:nts, to diſcourage Po:ts and H:ſterians ; fer th: beſt which cn 
happen to them is 70 b: forgotten ; But ſach, who, undy KINGS, 
"a > «re 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
- dre the Fith:rs of their Country, and by a Juſt and Prudent ordering 

of Aﬀairs pref. L.A it, have hi ſame es of Cheriſh th: Chroniclers 
of th:ir Attions, as they have to lay up in ſafcty th! Deeds and Ewvix 
d-rc's of their Eſtates : For ſuch Records are their-undoubted Titles 
to the Lowe and Reverence of After-Ages, © Your Lordſhips Admi- 
niſftration has already taken up a confideratle part of the Engliſtt 
Annals ; and many of its moſt h ears are owing to it. His 
MAFESTT, the moſt knowing Judge of Men, and the beft Maſter, 
has acknowlede'd th: Eaſ: and Brnefit he Receives in the Incomes of 
His Treaſury, which you found not only Diforder'd, but Exhanſted. 
All Things were in the Confuſion of a Chaos, without Form or Me- 
thed, if nct reduc'd beyond it, even to Annihilation : So that you had 
not cnly to ſeparate the Farring Elements, but (if that boldn:fs of 
Expreſſion might b: allow'd me) to Create them.” Your Enemies had 
fo Embroil'd the Management of your Office, that th:y look'd on your 
Advancement as the Inſtrument of yorr Ruine. And as if the clog- 
ging of the Revenu:, and the Confufion of Accounts, which you found 
in your Entrance, were not ſufficient, they added th:ir own weight o 
Malice to the Publick Calamity, by foreffalling the Credit which ſhou'd 
Cure it : Tour Friends on the other fide were only capatle of Pitying,. 
but not of Aiding you : No farther Help or Conſ Was remaininsr 
to you,. but what was founded on your Self; And that indeed was 
your: Security : For your Diligence, your Conſtancy, and your Prudence, 
wrought more m_y within, when were not diſturb'd by any out- 
ward Motion. The high:ft Virtue is beſt to be truſted with its Self, 
for Afiſtance only can be given by a Genius Superionr to that which it 
Aſiſts.. And tis the Nobleſt kind of Debt, when we are only oblig'd 
to God and Nature. This then, My Lord, is your juſt Commenda— 
tion, That you have wrought out your Self a way to Glory, by theſe 
wery Means that w:re d:fign'd for your Deſiruition : Tow have not 
only reſtor'd, but advanc'd:the Rewenm:s-of your Meftcr without Grie- 
warce to the Sukjett : And as if that were littl: y:t, the D:bts of the 
Exchequer, which lay h:avieſt bath on the Crown, and on private 
Perſons, have by your Conduct been Eftabliſtd in a certainty of $4 
thfattoon. 41 Attion fo much the mer: Great and Honourable, be- 
cauſe th: Ceſ: was without the ordinary Relief” of Laws.; above the 
Fopes of the Afﬀlifted , and beyond the Narrown:ſs of the. Treaſury 
to Rear ſs, had it been manag d ty a leſs abl: Hand. *Tis certainly 
the Hapji:ſt, and moſt Untmoy'd part of all yonr Forten', to do Good 
to many, mhil? Jeu Fs Injury to none :- To receiv? at ence the Pray:rs 
of the Sul j:it, and the Praife's of the Prince. lai Ly the care of 


Jour 


The: Epiftle Dedicatory: 
your Conduct). to'grue Elim: Means of Exenting the chif-ft; (if © any 
& the chiefeft) of His Royal Virtnes : . His Ariburive Juſtice to _ 
, and His Bounty and Compaſſion '19- the Wanti 
Dibaſtior of: Princes towards their People, | cannot better br x by ol d 
than inthe thoice their Miviftess ; who, like the Animal Spirits ber 
twixt the:Soul 4 Bady, Participate ſomewhat of both. Natures, and * 
make the Communication which irbetwixt them." 4 King, who is 
br and Moderate in+his Nature, who Rules according to th! Laws, . 
God'made Happy by Forming th: Temper of His Soul to wy 
Conlitatio of © for lids and who makes us Happy, by af- 
funing over, ue wo other Severeignty than that wherein our Welfare 
copfifts ;- 4 Prince, I ſay, of fo excill-wt a Charatter, 
—_—_ ſo. to the Wiſhes of "ill Good Men, could not b:tter have 
convey d Himpelf into. His Peoples Apprehenfions , than in your Lerd- 


Perſon ;'who fo lively expreſs the ſame Virtues, that you ſ:em nat 
þ ta 5 Cpy,.45 an Emanaties of Him. Modration i Porky 


_ of Greatneſs; "but thrre is a fteadinrſs of Temper - 
hich is likewiſe requifite in 4 je. of State : - rage | 
of both Virtues, that. h: may ſtand like an has betwixt the tro 
Enerooching Seas of , Arbitrary \Power, and Lanl:ſs Anarchy. The 
- Undertaking would be difficult to any but an Extraerdinary Genius, . 
0. ſtand at the Ln, and to dividethe Limits ; to pey what is due 
.to the Great Repreſemative. of the Nation, and neither to inhance, nor- 
to yield up the wndoubted Prerogatives if the Crown. Theſe, My 
Lord, are the: propes Virtues of a-Noble Engliſhman, as in od thy 
ure :properly Englifb.Virtu:s: No People in pol World beinzs capabl: 
of uſing th:m, but we who have the Happin:ſs to be Born ung:r ſo t- - 
qual, azd-fo wall-p _—_— =_ 4 Soar ror A Gevernment which has 
all. the Advant beyond a Commonwealth , and all th: 
Matks of. Ki 3h we; eos yur Av the. danger 0 « T yanny. Both 
op Natare, 4s . 39 an Eneliſbman, and my Reaſon, as 1 am a Man, 
have bred in me 4 Loathing to that ſpecicus Nam? of 4 Repu'l ck-; 
That meck-appearance of a Liberty, where all who hav? not part in the 
Government, \are Slavis ; And Uoves they are of 4 wviler Not? than 
h as are Subjrits to' an al ſolute Dominion. For "no Chriſtian Me- 
-parchy is ſo Al folute, but 'tis Circumſorib'd n1:h Laws : But when the 
.Exerutive Power is in the Law-Mzk-rs, there is no farth:r theck upon 
.th:m ;. and the Pecjl: uf ſuf: » evitboat 8 Raw! *dy, becauſ: they ave 
Oppreſs'd ly their Repreſ-ntativ's. If 1 mutt ſruv:, the number of 
my Maſt: 1s, Wis wire Berna my  Equa! s, would tut add 10th Done 
-miny of my Bondage. The Nainre of eur Gov-rnment abcv? all «ther, 
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The: Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
16.cvaFly Switcd both to the Situation" of" our Country, . ana the Temper 
of the Natives : An Ifland bring more proper for Cemmerce-and for 

Defence, than for —_— its Dominions on. th: Contipent:. Far 
what the. Valenr. of its Inhqbitants-might-gain, by Raſon-of its Ri 
mot:nes, and the. Caſualties of the Seas,"ih cout. net focvefuly preſerve”. 
And therefere, \ nther the Arbitrary Power of 032 114 \ Monarchy, 18 
of many ina Commonwealth, conldanake us greater thanwe Mc. Tr 
trne, that vaſter and-more frequent 7, ax02- might be' cathi'g.;'. mhen 
th: Conſ nt of the People was not Ask'd or Need:d ; bat\-this- wer: - 
enly. ly Conquering abroad to be Poor at home : And. th: Exaneples of 
our Neighbours teach ns, that they are not: always the Happieſt Swbjee?.s 
whoſe. Kings extend th:ir Dominions farthift. Sinte'thereford ule 'ran- 
nor win by an Off-nfive War, at leaſt « LandWar, the: Med{:hef"- oar 


| Gevernment ſ'ems Naturally contriv/d, for the. Defenſive pert: 'And 


th: Cenſ-iit of a. Pecple is eaſily obtain'd_ to \ contritute to 'that Power 
which muſt proteff it, Felices nimium bona-fi ſua, norint, Ang- 
ligeng | And yet there are not wanting Maleconttnts umongeſt ws, w 
Serf'iting th:mſ lors onteo much o__y, Tou'd perfwade thy Pec- 
pl: that th:y might be Flappier Ly aChanges. "Twas ind:ed the Pelicy 
of  th:ir old For'father, when himf'lf was fallen from. the Station of 
Glory, to ſeduce Mankind into the ſame Rebellion with him, by telling 
hin hs might yet be freer than'he'was : That ts, more free than his 
Nature nou d allow, or (if 1 may. ſo ſay) than God cou'd make him, 
We hav? already all: the Liberty whteh Free-Born Snbjedts can enjoy ; 
and'all beyond it us but _ ' But if it' ke Liberty of Conſeiente 
which they pretend, the Moderation of our Chich « ſuch, that its 
Frattice ext:nds not to tht ſ-vrity of Perſ:cution, . and its __—_ 
is withal ſo eaſie, that it allows more fr:edom to. Diſſeuters than any 
of the Scits weu'd allow to-its In the m'as time, what - Right: cau 
be pretena:d by th:{: Men to attempt Inncuations in Church\. or. Stats > 
Who made 11m the Teuſtees,: or (16 Speak a_ little \nearer their own 
Lanzuage) the Teepers of th? Liberty.of England © If their Call b: 
extraordinary, l:t them Convince us by working Miracles ; for ording- 
ry. Vecation they can have none to difiurb the Gevernment under which 


. they were Born, and which protects them, 7H; who has often chane'd his 
Party, and always has made his 1ntereff th: Rul: of it, giv:s little E- 
«Vid:nce of « his Sincerity for th: Publick Good: Tus manif'ft he changes 
but for him(-if, and takes th: Feople for Teols to work his Fortune, 


Tet the Expericnc? ef all Ag:s might |.t him know, that thry. mho 
trouble the Waters firſt, have [.ldem the benefit of the Fiſhing : is 


they who began the late -Rebellicn, enjey'd not the Fruit of their Un- 


d:rtaking, 
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dertating , but\were. craſb*d theewſ*hues by the ation of their onn 
1, + a8 ho; be dich bats | te hot wer... Av they only 
intend a Reformation of the Gou:rament, but not th: Subverſion of 
it ; On ſuch. pretences all Jaſurretions have . been founded ; *Tis. 
flriking* 4t\\th? Root of Power, which « Obediente.” Evvry Remon- 
france of private Mm, has the ſeed of Treaſon in it ; and Diſcour- 
{cs which are. conch'd in an_—_ Terms, are therefore the more 
dangerats, becauſe thry do all. the Miſchief of opzn S:aition,. y:t are 
fafe from the Puniſhment of the Laws. Th:ſ+, 'My Lord, are Con- 
fiderations which I ſhould not paſs ſo lightly ower, had Ircom ta 
manage th:m._ as they d:ferve : fe yo Man cam be ſo inconfiderabl? 
in a, Nation, 4s\not to have a ſhare in the welfare "of it ; and if le 
be, a txue. Engliſhmen, he muſt of the ſame time be fir*d with Indigna« 
fion, . and revenge hin;ſelf as he can on the Diſturbers of his Cours 
try. And to whom could I more fitly apply my ſelf, than to your 
Lordſhip, who have nat only an inborn, Lui an Freditary Loyalty ? 
The memorable conſtancy and ſuff:rings of your Father, alnceſt to the 
wuine of his Eſtate fer: the Royal Cauſ:, wer: an earn:ſt of that, 
mhich ſuch a Parent and ſuch an Inſtitution wou'd preduce in the 
Perſon of a Son; ' But ſo uthappy an-atcaſion of manifefting your 
own Zeal in ſuffering for his preſent Majeſty, the Provid:nce of 
God, and.th: Prudence of your Adminiſtration, will, I hop:, prevent. 
That as your Fathers Fortun: waited mz th: unhappineſs of his Soye= 
reign, . ſo your ann may participate of the better Fate which attends 
his Son. Th: Relation which you have ty Alliance to the Nite Fit 
mily- of your | Lady, | fevrs to confirm to you both this happy Augury. 
For what can d:ſerve a grtattr place in th: Engliſh Chroxicl:, than 
the Loyalty and Courage, the Attions and Death of the-G'neral of 
an Army Fighting for His Prince and Country > The Honour and 
Gallantry-of the Earl of Lindſey, is ſo illuſtrious a Sutj:tt, that 
*tis fit to adorn an Heroick Pom ; for He was the Proto-Martyr of 
th: Cauſe, andthe Type of his. unfortunate Royal Maſter. 

Tet, after all, My Lord, if. I'may ſp:ak my thoughts, yeu are. 
happy rather to us than to your ſelf : for th: Multiplicity, th: Cares, 
and the Vexations of your Imployment, . have betray'd you from your 
{If, and giv:n you up into, the Poſſeſſion of the Publick. Tou are 
Robbd op your Privacy and Friends, and ſcarce any hour of your 
Life you can call your own. Thoſe who envy your Fortnne, if they 
wanted not gcod Nature, mizht more juſtly: pity it ; and when they 
ſte you watch*d by a Croud of Suitors, whoſ; impertunity *tis impoſſitle 
to. avoid; would conclude with Reaſon, that you hav: loſt much mere in; 
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true Content, than you have gain'd by Dignity; avd\rhat 4 private 
Gentleman is beter anened x ſingle Servant; than your Yrdbig 
with fo clamorons a Train. Pardon me, My Lord, If 7 ſpeak like 
a Philoſopher on this Subjeff ; the 'Fortuwe which" makes @ Man un 
eaſe, cannot make him Happy : ant «Wiſe Man muſt think himſelf. 
wneafie, when few of his Attions art iy his Choice. F 

This laft Confideration has tr we to amether, and a very ſea 

ſonable one for your Relief ; which is, That while I'pity your want of 
leiſure, | I have impertinently Detain*d you ſo long” a time. Thave 
put off my own Buſineſs, which was my Dedication, till *tis fo late, 
that I am now aſham*d to begin it : And therefore I will ſay 'ne- 
thing of the Porm, which I Preſent to you, becanſe 1 know nat if 
you are like fo havt an How, which, with a good Conſcience, you 
way throw away in prrufing it : And for the Author, I have only 
40 beg the continuance of your Protet#ion to him, who is, 


MY LORD, 
Your Lordſhips, moſt Qbliged, 


moſt Humble, and moſt 
Obedient Seryant, 
fFOXN DAYDEN,. 
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PREFACE 
He death of Aribexy and Cleopatra, isa Subje& which has been 
ereated i ber Wits of our Nation, after Shakeſpeare ; 
and 


ſo A their Example has given me the 
in this Bowe of Viyſſes amongſt the 


— —” 


C ence to try my 
Crowd of Sutors; and, withal, to take ny own-meaſures, 


in aiming #t-the Mark. I doubt not but the ſame Motive has prevailed 

with-all of ns in this attempt; I mean the excellency of the Moral : for 

the chief Perſons repreſented, were famous Patterns of unlawful Love ; 

and their end accordingly was unfortunate. All reaſonable Men have 

long ſince concluded, T hat the Heroe of the Poem, ought not to be 2 

Charaer of perfeft Virtue, for, then, he could not, without injuſtice, 

be made unhappy ; nor yet altoget her wicked, becauſe he could not thea 

de pitied : '1 have therefore ſteer'd the middle courfe ; and have drawn 

' the charaRter of Anthony as fayourably asPlutorch, Appian,and Dion C afſine 
wou'd give me leave ; the like I have obſerv'd in Cleopstrs, That which 

is wanting to work up the pity to a greater heig,hth, was not aftorded me 

by the ſtory : for the crimesof Love which they both committed, were 

not occaſioned by any neceſſity, or fatal ignorance, but were wholly vo- 

lnntary; ſince our paſſions are, or ought tobe, within our power. The 

Fabrick of the Play is regular enough, as to the inferior partsof it; and 

the Unities of Time, Place and Attion, more exactly obſerv'd, than, per- 

haps, the Engliſh Theater requires. Particularly, the Aftion is fo much 

one, that it is the only of the kind without Epiſode, or Underplot; every 

Scene in the Tragedy conducing to the main deſign, and every ACt con- 

cluding with a turn of it, The greateſt error in the contrivance ſeems 

tobe in the perſon of OfFavis : For, though I might uſe the privilege 

of a Poet, to introduce her into Alexandria, yet | had not enough con- 

ſider'd, that the compaſſion ſhe mov'd to her ſelf and Children, was de. 

ſtruſtive to that which I reſerv'd for Anthony and Cleopatra; whoſe 

mntual love being founded upon vice, muſt leſſen the fayour of the Au- 

dience Wthem, when Virtue and Innocence were oppreſs'd by it. And, 

thongh 1 juſtified Anmbony in ſome meaſure, by making Ofavia's depar. 
ture, to proceed wholly from her (elf ; yet the force of the firſt Machine 
ſilt remain*d 3 and the dividing of pity like the cutting'of a Riverinto 

many- Channels, abatcd the ſtrengt of the natural Stream. But this is 
an Objetion which none of my Criticks have urg'd againſt me; ,and 

therefore I might have let it paſs, if I couid have reſoly'd to have been 
partial to my ſelf, The faulrs my Enemies have found, are rather cavils 

concerning little, and: not effential Decencies ; which a Maſter of the 

' Ceremonies may decide betwixt us. The French Poets, | confeſs, are 
ſtri&t Obſervers of theſe PunQilio's { They would not, for example, have 

ſoffer*d: Cleofletrs and Oflavis to have met ; or if they had met, there 
muſt-only have paſe'd betwixt them ſome _ civilities, but no eagernets 
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of r:partee, for fear of offegding agaipſt the, greatneſs of their Chara- 
ters, andthe modeſty of their Sex.,.__ This Qbjc.on ſofeſan,s at the 
jame time-contemn?*d : for 1 judg'd it both natural and'probable, -that 
Otiavia,” proud of her new-gain*d Conquelt, would ſearch out Cleopatra 
50 triumph over her ; and that Cleopatra, thus attack'd, was not of a 
{piric to ſhunthe encounter : and *tis not volikely, that; two exaſpe- 
rated Rivals ſhould uſe ſech Satyr: as, I'haye put into their mouths; for 
atter all, though the one were a Komay, and the:othes-a Queen, they were 
both Women, ?Tis true, ſome actions, though natural, arenot fir to be 
repreſented ; and broad obicenities in words, ought in good-manners- tg 
be avoided ; expreſſions therefore are a modeſt-cloathing of our thoughts, _ 
as Breeches and Petticoats are of our Bodies, - If |. have kept my. ſelf 
within the bounds of modeſty, all beyond it is-but nicety and affeGation ; 
which is no more but Modelty deprav'd intoa- Vice : they betraythem- 
{-lves who are too quick-of: apprehenſion in ſuch 'caſes, and; leave atl 
r:.2/0nable Mento imagine worle of them; than pf the Poet, / 1 - + 

Honeſt Moataigne goes: yet farther ; Now ne\ſommes que ceremouie ;, ls 
ceremonie # 1 emparte, & laifſons la ſubjt ance des choſes ; Nous now tenons 
aux bianuchzs, && abandonnoxs le tronc & le carpr. Now avons appris aux 
Pames de rougir, oyans ſeulement nomner ce qu'eller ne craiznent aucunemext 
af tire : Nous n'efons appeller a droitt nos membres, & ne craignons;par de les 
employer a toute ſorte de debauche. La ceremonie nous defend d"exprimer par 
pirol:s les choſes licites & natureles, & nous Pen croyons 1 la raiſon now defend 
de wen faire point dillicites '& manvaiſes, & perſonne ne Ven craid. My 
comfort is, that by this opinion my Enemies are but fucking Criticks, 
who wou'd fain be nibbling ere their Teeth are come, 

Yet; in this nicety of manners does the excellency of Frexch Poetry 
conſiſt : their Heroes are the moſt civil people breathing; but their good 
Lrecding ſeldom extends-to a: word of, ſenſe + All cheir Wit is in theic 
Ceremony ; they want the;G-nivs which animates our Stage ; and there. 
fore ®cis but: neceſary- when they cannot pleaſe, that they ſhould take 
eare not to offend, .. But, as the civillelt Man in the company is com» 
monly the dulleſt, ſo theſe Authors, while they are afraid to make you 
Jan:h or cry, out of pure good manners, make you ſleep. They ace 
{> careſul not to exaſperate a Critick, that they never; leaveghim any 
v.ork ;, ſo buſie with ths Broom, and make ſojclean a tiddance,thatiheae 
i little lefr either for cenſvre cr for praiſe ;- far no part of a Poem. 18 
worth our diſcommentingy where the whale is infipid ;-as when we bavye 
cnee taſted of pall?d Wine; we ſtay not ro examine it Glaſs by Glas. Bur 
while: they affect to ſhine in ttifles,” they are often careleſs in eſſentials, 
Thus their Kippelines is fo ſcrepulous in paint of decency, that he will 
rather expoſe-himſelf te death,:than. aceuſe his Stepmother to his Father 3 
;nd-my Criticks Fam ſure will commend him for it;; but we of. groſler ap- 
preher.fions, areapt tothink that this excels of generoſity, is not practica- 
ble but with Faolsand Madmen. | Thins was godd: manners with a venge- 
ance ;. ard the Andience 1s: hke- to-be much cancern?d at the. misfortunes 
ef this admirable Heroe ; but take Hipgolias Out Of his-Poetick F it, aa 

up 


PREFACE: 
I ſuppoſe he would. think it a wiſer part, to ſet the Saddle on the right 
Horſe,and chule rather to live withthe reputation of a plain-ſpoken honeit 
Man, than to die with the intamy of an inceſtuous Villain. In the mean 
tine we may take notice, that where the Poet ought to have prelcrv'd 
the. charafter as it was deliver*d to us by Antiquity, when he ſhould 
have given us the Picture of a rough young Man,ot the Amazin itrein, 
a jolly Huntſman, and both by his profeſſion and his early riliong a Mor- 
tal Enemy to. Love, he has choten rogive him the tyrn of Gallantry, (ene 
bim to travel from Atbens to Paris, taught himto make Love and trant; 
form'd the Hipp litus of Emripides into Monſieur Hippolite, 1 ſhou'd rot 
have troubled my ſelf thus tar- with French Poets, but that I find our 
Chbedreux Criticks wholly form their Judgments by them, But ior ry 
part, | delire to be try*d by the Laws ot my own Country , tor it lee'''s 
unjuſt to me,that the French ſhould preſcribe here, tillthey have cog ur fd. 
Oar little Sonnettiers who follow them, have too narrow $-ul>. ) 4,4 
ot Poetry, ; Poets themſelves are the molt proper, though | conciud- ut 
the only Criticks, But till fome Genius as Univerſal, as Aritcile, hall 
ariſe, who can penetrate into all Arts-and Sciences, without the practice 
of them, 1: ſha{} think it reaſonable, that'the Judgment of an Artiticer in 
21is-own Art ſhould be preferable to the opinion-of another Man; at icalt 
- There. he is not brib'd by intereſt, or prejudic*d by malice : and this, 1 
uppoſe, is manifeſt by plain indultion; For, firſt, the Crowd cannct be 
preſum'd to have more chan a grols inſtinct, of what pleaſes or diſpicales 
*hem : every Man will grant me this ; bat then, bya particular kindne(s 
-to himſelf, he draws his own ſtake firſt, and will be diſtinguiſh'd from the 
4nulcitude, of which other Men may think him one, Bur, if Icomecloler 
to thoſe who are aliow'd for witty Men, cicher by the advantage of their 
quality, or by common fame, 2nd z2ffirm that neither are they qualified co 
decide Sovereigaly, concerning Poetry, I ſhall yet have a ſtroag party of 
my opinton 3 for moſt of them ſeverally will exclude the reſt, cither 
from the number of witty Men, or at leaſt of able Jadges. Bur here 
again they*are,all indulgent to themſelves : and every one who believes 
himfelf a Wit, that is, every Man, will pretend at the ſame time to a 
right of judging, But to preſs it vet farther, there are many witty Men, 
but few Poets , neither have all Poets a taſte of Tragedy. And this is 
.the Rock on which they ace daily ſplitting, Poetry, which is a Picture 
of Nature, muſt generally pleaſe : but *cis not be underſtood that all 
parts of 1: mult pleaſe every Man ; therefore is not Tragedy to be jndg*d 
by a witty Man, whole tate is only confin'd to Comedy, Nor isevery 
Man who loves Tragedy a ſuthcient Jadge of it : he muſt underitand the 
excellencies of it too, / or, he will only prove a blind Admirer, not a Cri- 
tick, . From hence -it comes that ſo many Satyrs on Poets, and cenſures 
of their Writings, fly abroad. Men of pleaſant Converſation, (at lcaſt 
_ eſteem'd fo) ad indu'd with a triling kiad of Fancy, perhaps help'd 
out with ſome linattering of Latine, are ambitious to diſtinguiſh them- 

ſelves from the Herd of Gentlemen, by their Poetry; 

Rarus enim ferme ſenſns communis in illa 

F.rtuna, , B 2 . .- ans 
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of rcpartee, for fear of offepding agaipſt the, greatneſs of their Chara- 
Cters, andthe modeſty of their Sex.,__ This Obxe.on efeſan;ail at the 
jame time-contemn?*d ; for 1 judg'd it both natural and'probable, that 
Otiavia, proud of her new-gain*d Conqueſt, would ſearch out Cleopatra 
30 triumph over her ; and that Cleopatra, thus attack'd, was not of a 
{piricto ſhunthe encounter : and *tis not volikely, that; two exaſpe- 
rated Rivals ſhould uſe ſech Satyr: as, I/have pug into their mouths; for 
attec all, though the one were a Komay, and the:othes-a Queen, they were 
both Women. ?Tis true; ſome ations, though patural, arenot fir to be 
repreſented ; and broad obicenities in words, ought in good-mananers:-tg 
be avoided : expreſlions therefore are a modeſt-cloathing of our thoughts, . 
as Breeches and Petrticoats are of our Bodies, - If I have kept my-ſelf 
within the bounds of modelty, all beyond it is-but nicety and affeGation ; 
which is no more but Modelty deprav'd intoa- Vice : they betraythem- 
{.lyes who are too quick-of apprehenſiqn in ſuch 'caſes, and; leave all 
r:.2/0nable Mento imagine worle of themy than pf the Poet, 1 - - + 

Honeſt Moataigne goes: yet farther ; Now ne\ſommes que ceremouie ; {a 
ceremonie #4 emparte, & laifſuns 1a ſubjt ance des choſes ; Nous now tenons 
aux biauchzs, & abandonnous le tronc & le cotps. Now avons appris aux 
Dames de rougir, oyans ſeulement nommer ce qu'tlles ne craignent aucunement 
af ire : Nous n'efons appeller a droitt nos membres, & ne craignons;par de les 
employer a toute ſovte de debauche. La ceremonie nous defen2 Pexprimer pay 
pirol:s les chaſer licites & natureles, & nous Pen croyons 1 la raiſon nous defend 
de n'en faire point dillicites '& manvaiſes, & perſonne ne Ven craid. My 
comfort is, that by this opinion my Enemies are but fucking Criticks, 
who wou®d fain be nibbling ere their Teeth are come, 

Yet; in this nicety of manners does the excellency of French Poetry 
conſiſt: their Heroes are the moſt civil people breathing; but their good 
:recding ſeldom: exteuds-to a word of, fenle + All their Wit is io theig 
Ceremony ; they want the,G-nivs which animartes onr Stage ; and there. 
fore *cis but: neceiary when they cannot pleaſe, that they ſhould take 
eare not to offend, .. But, as the civilleſt Man in the company is com» 
monly the dulleſt, ſo thefe Authors, while they are afraid to make you 
hag'h or cry, out of plire good manners, make you ſleep. They are 
f5 careſul not to exaſperame a Critick, that they never _— any 
v. ork ;, ſo buſie with ths Broom, and make ſojclean a Tiddance,thatiheae 
5 little left ejther for-cenſtre cr for praiſe ;-far no part of a Poenx18 
worth ourdiſcommenting, where the wholgus-inſipid ;-as when we have 
cnee taſted of pall'd Wine; we ſtay not ro examine it Glaſs by Gla.. But 
while they affect to ſhine in ttifles, they are often careleſs in eſſentials, 
Thus their Kippelits is fo ſcrupulous in paint of decency, that he will 
rather expoſe-himſelf ts death,:than- aceuſe his Stepmother to his Father 3 
;nd-my Ceiticks Fam ſure will commend him for it;; but we of. groſler ap- 
preherfions, areapt tothink that this exce(sof generoſity, is not practica- 
tle but with Faolsand Madmen, {| Fins was godd; manners with a venge- 
ance ; andthe Andience is hke- to be much cancern?d at the. misfortunes 
ef this admirable Heroe ; but take Hippolin Out Of. his-Poetick F it, oa 
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PREFACE 
I ſuppoſe he would think ic a wiſer part, to ſet the Saddle on the right 
Horl(e,and chule rather to live withthe reputation of a plain-ſpoken honelt 
Man, than to die with the intamy of as inceſtuous Villain. In the mean 
tizne we may take notice, that where the Poet ought to have prelerv'd 
the character as it was deliver*d to us by Antiquity, when he ſhould 
have given us the Picture of a rough young Man,ot the Amaznan itrain, 
a;jolly Huntſman, and both by his profeſſion and his early riliog a Mor- 
tal Enemy to Love, he has choten to give him the tyrn ot Gallantry, lene 
bim to travel from Arbens to Paris, taught himto make Love and trant; 
form'd the Hipp litws of Emripides into Monſieur Hippolite, 1 ſhou!d rot 
have troubled my ſelf thus tar- with French Poets, but that 1 find our 
Chedreux Criticks wholly form their Judgments by them, But ior v:y 
part, | delire to be try*d by the Laws oi my own Country , for it fee'''s 
unjuſt. to me,that the French ſhould preſcribe here, tillthey kave cog ie 'd, 
Our little Sonnettiers who follow them, have too narrow Sul it ) 0s 
ot Poetry, ; Poets themſelves are the molt proper, though | conclude ut 
the only Criticks, But till ſome Genius as Univerlal, as Aritcle, ſhall 
ariſe, who can penetrate into all Arts and. Sciences, without the practice 
of them, 1. ſhaj} think it reaſonable, that'the Judgment of an Artiiicer in 
1is,.own Art ſhould be preferable to the opinion of another Man; at icalt 
. there. he is not brib'd by intereſt, or prejudic*d by malice : and this, 1 
uppoſe, is manifeſt by plain induttion; For, firſt, the Crowd cannct be 
preſam'd to have more than a grols inſtinct, of what pleaſes or diſpieales 
them : every Man will grant me this ; bat then, bya particular kindnefs 
to himſelf, he draws his own ſtake firſt, and will be diſtinguiſh'd from the 
nulcitude, oc which other Men may think him one, Burt, if I come cloſer 
to thoſe who are aliow'd for witty Men, cicher by the advantage of their 
quality, or by common fame, 2nd 2ffirm that neither are they qualified co 
decide Sovereigaly, concerning Poetry, I ſhall yet have a ſtroag party of 
my opinton 3 for moſt of them ſeverally will exclude the reſt, cither 
from the number of witty Men, or at leaſt of able Jadges. Bur here 
again they areall indulgent to themſelves : and every one who believes 
himſelf a Wit, that is, every Man, will pretend at the ſame time to a 
right of judging, But to preſs it vet farther, there are many witty Mea, 
but few Poets z neither have all Poets a taſte of Tragedy. And this is 
.the Rock on which they ace daily ſplitting, Poetry, which is a Picture 
of Nature, mult generally pleaſe £ but *cis not be underſtood that all 
parts of i: mult pleale every Man ; therefore is not Tragedy to be judg?d 
by a witty Man, whole tafte is only confin'd to Comedy, Nor is every 
Man who loves Tragedy a ſutfticient Judge of -it : he muſt underitand the 
excellencies of it too, | or, he will only prove a blind Admirer, not a Gri- 
tick,  From-hence it comes that ſo many Satyrs on Pocts, and cenſures 
of their Writings, fly abroad. Men of pleaſant Converſation, (at Icaſt 
_eſteem'd fo) a2d indu'd with a triling kind of Fancy, perhaps help*d 
out with ſome linattering of Latine, are ambitious to diſtinguiſh them- 
ſelves from the Herd of Geotlemen, by their Poetry; 
Rarus enim ferme ſenſns communi in illa 
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And is not this a wretched affetation, not to be contented with what 
Fortune has done for them, and fit down quietly with their Eſtates, but 
they muſt call their Wits in queſtion, and needleſlyexpoſetheir nakedneſs 
lO publick view ? Not conſidering that they are not to-expe& the fame 
approbation from ſober Men, which they have found from their flatterers 
after the third Bottle?lf a lictle glittering in diſcourſe has paſs*d them on 
us for witty Men, where was the neceſſity of undeceiving the World ? 
Would a Man who has an ill Title to an Eſtate, bur yer is in poſſeſſion of 
it, would he bring it of his own accord, to be try*d at Weftminſter ? 
We who write, it we want the Talent, yet have the excuſe that we do 
it for a poor ſubſiſtence ; but what can be urg*d in their defence, who 
not having the Vocation of Poverty to {cribble oatof merewantonneſs, 
take pains to make theinſelves ridiculous ? Horace was certainly in the 
right, where he ſaid, That »o Man is ſatisfied with bis own condition. A 
Poetis n6t pleas*d becauſe he is not rich ; andthe Rich are diſcontented, 
becauſe the Poets will not admic them of their number, Thus the cafe 
is hard with Writers : if they ſucceed not, they muſt ſtarve; and if they 
do, ſome malicious Satyr is prepar'd to level them for daring to pleafe 
without their leave. But while they are ſo eager todeſtroy the fame of 
others, their ambition is manifeſt in their concerament : ſome Poem'ot 
their own is to be produc'd, and the Slaves are to be laid flat with their 
faces on the ground, thatthe Monarch may appear in the greater Majeſty. 

Dionyfius and Nero had the ſame longings, but with all their power 
they coy'd never bring their buſineſs well about, ?Tis true, they pro. 
daim*d themſelves Poers by found of Trumpet z and Poets they were 
upon pain of death to'any Man who durſt call them otherwiſe, The Au- 
dience had a fine time on't, you may imagine ; they fate in a bodily 
fear, and look?d as demurely as they could : for *rwas a hanging matter 
to laugh —— and the Tyrants were ſuſpicious, as they had 
reaſon, thar their 'Sabjefts had ?em in the wind ; 1o, every man in his 
own defence ſet as good a face upon the buſineſs as he conld : Twas 
known before-hand that the Monarchs were to be Crown*d Laureats ; 
but when the Shew was over, and an honeſt Man was ſuffer'd to depart 
quietly, he took out his Laughter which -he had ſtifled ; wich a firm 
relolntion never more to ſee an Emperor's Play, though he had been 
ten years a making it. In the mean time, the true Poets were 
they who made the beſt Markets, for they had Wit enough to yield 
the Prize with a good grace, aud not contend with him- who had thirty 
| edions : 'They were face to be rewarded if they confeſs'd themſelves 
bat Writers, and that was ſomewhat better than to be Martyrs for 
their Repntation. Lucax's example was enough to teach them man- 
ners; and after he was put to Death, for overcoming Nero, the Em. 
Peror carried it without diſpute for the beſt Poer in his Dominions : * 
No man was ambitions of that grinning {Honour ; for if he heatd 
the malicions Trumpeter prochkiming his Name before .his Betters, he 
knew there was but one way with him. Mereys t-ok another Courſe, 
aad we know he was more Than great Man, for he was witty gy 


PREFACE. 
but finding himſelf far gone in Poetry, which Sexecs aſſures us was not © 
his Talent, be thoyght it his beſt-way to be well with Yirgit and with 
- Horace; that at leaſt he might be a Poet at the ſecond hand ; and we 
ſee how happily it has fucceeded with him ; for his own bad Poetry is 
forgotten, and their Panegyricks of him ſtill remain. But they who 
ſhould be our Patrons, are for -no ſuch expenſive ways to fame: they 
have much of the Poetry of Agecanar, but little of his Liberality, 
They are for perſecuting Horace and Virgil, in the Perſons of their 
Succeſſours, (for ſuch is every Man, who has any part of their Soul 
- and Fire,|though in a leſs degree.) Some of their little Zanies yer go 
farther ; for they are Perfecutors even of Horace himſelf, as far as - 
they are able, 'by their ignorant and vile Imitations of .him ; by ma- 
king arm unjuſt uſe of his Authority, and turning his Artillery againſt . 
his Friends.  But/how would he diſdain to be Copyed by ſuck hands 
date anfwer-for him, he would be more uneaſie in their Company, .. 
than he was with Criſpinus their Forefather in the Holy Way; and would 
no more have allow'd them a place amongſt the Criticks, than hc-- 
would Demetriu the Mimique, and Tigelixs the Buffoon ; 
- Demetri, req; Tigeli, 
Diſcipulorum inter jubeo plorare Cathedrs. 
With what ſcorn would he look down on ſuch miſerable Tranſlators, 
who make Doggrel of his Latine, miſtake his-meaning, mifapply his - 
Cenſures, and often contradict their own ? He is fix*d as a Land-Mat& 
to ſet out the bounds of Poetry, | 
Saxum, antiquum ingens 
Limes agro poſitus litem ut diſcerneret arvis : 

Burt other Arms than theirs, and other Sinews are cequir'd, to raiſe 
the weight of ſach an Author ; and when they would cols him-agaialt 
their Enemies, 

Genua [abant, gelidns concrevit frigore ſanguicr, 
Tum lapis ipſe, viri vacunm per inane volutis 
Nee ſpatium evaſit totum, nec pertalit ifium, 

For my part, Iwonld wiſh no other revenge, either for my felf or 
the reſt of the Poets, from this Rhyming Judge of the Twelve-penny 
Gallery, this Legitimate Son of Sterxb/d, than that he would ſubſcribe” 
his Name to his Cenfure, or (not to tax him beyond his Learniog ) - 
ſet his Mark : for ſhou'd he own himſelf publickly. and come from be-- 
hind the Lyons Skin, they whom he condemns wou?d be thankful to him, 
they whom he praiſes wou'd chuſe to beCondemned ; and the Magilt: at: 5 + 
. *whom he has Elected, wou'd modeſtly withdraiv from their Employ - 
ment, to avoid the fcandal of his Nomination. The ſharpnels of t i3 
Satyr, next to himſelf, falls moſt heavily on his Friends, and they ought - 
rever to forgive him for commending them perpetually the wcong way, 
" and ſometimies by contraries. If he have a Friend whoſe haſtiaels i. . 
writing is his greateſt faulr, Horace wou'd have taught him to ra: 
minced the matter, and to have calPd ir rezd-neſs of thought, and a 
flowing Faney 3 for Friendſhip will allow a Man to Chriſteu en imprer- 
fetion by the Name of ſome Neighbour virtue ; Vel-m 
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Vell:m in amicitta fic erraremus ; Of iſt LFF 
Error, nomen virtss poſſu'(ſet boneſt um. | 013613 if | ing but ec 
But he would never have allow*d him to have call'd a-flow Man haſty, 
or a haſty Writer a flow Drudge, as, Fuvena! explains!it.;.; 1, 
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Levibns, & ficce lambentibus ora luverne- . [20 0, bliyea! 
Nomen erit, Pardus, Tyzris, Leo; þ quid. adbut oF \ , .-; 
Dard fremit in terris violentins. | 


Yet Lucretias Laughs at a fooliſh Lover, even for excuſing the Im- 

perteftions of his Miltrels :: | of 
Nigra uoly 3 & et, immund & fatids 140 ,G. | 05 2 qart 
Balba loqui non quit, T;4u>il.«;, muta-pudens' eſt, \& 1. «... . 

But to drive it, ad Arhbiopem Cyguum is/00t. to, be indur'd...  Lleave 
him -to interpret this by the Beneht of: his French Verſion on the: other 
ſide, and without. farther conſidering him, than I have the, reſt of my 
illiterate Cenſors, whom [ have diſdain'd/to Anſwer, becauſe they are 
not qualified for Ju{ges, It remains that I acquaint the Reader, that 
I have cndeavoured 1a this Play to follow the practice.of the: Ancicnts, 
who, as Mr. Kymer has judiciouſly obſerv'd, are and,ought 10 be our 
Maſters, Horace likewile gives 't for a Rule in.his Art of Youtry, 

Vos exemplaria Greca T 
N fnrna verſate manu , verſate diurnd. Fo Jools” avelih 

Yet, though their Models are regular, they are. too little lou 7 
liſh Tragedy ; which requires to be built 1n_ a larger Compais, 
could give an inſtance in the Oedipus Tyrannus, Which was the Vaſtcre 
piece of Sophacles;, bur I reſerve it for, a, more fit.occalion, wiich 1 
hope to have hereafter. In ry Stile I have profels'd, to 1,mitate wgne Di- 
vine Shakeſpeare z which that I might perform more, Ixcely,..L have. dif- 
incumber'd my (elf from Rhyme, Not that I condemn my,iocmer way, 
but that this is more proper to my preſent Purpote. I bope lneed not 
ro explain my . ſelf, that T have not Copy'd iny Author ſervilely : 
Words and Phraſes muſt of neceſſity receive a Change in ſucceeding 
Ages : but *tis almoſt a Miracle that mach ot his Language remains ſo 
pure ; and that he who began Dramatick Poetry.amoag(t us, uncaught 
by any,and.,as Ber. Fob»ſon tells us, without Learning,ſhould by theforce 
of his own Genius pertorm jo much, hat in. amanner he has left no 
Praiſe for any who come atter him, The occaſion is fairy and, the 
Subject would be pleaſant to handle the difference ot - Stiles betwixt. him 
and Fletcber, and wherein, and how far they are both to be imitated, 
Burt ſince | muſt r,ot be over-confideat of my own performance after him, 
it will be prudence in me to be ſilent. "Yet | hope, | may aſkrm, and 
without vanity, that by imitating him, I have excelPd my ſelf.through- 
out the Play; and particularly, that I preter the Scene berwixt Anwp-y 
and Ventidius in the furſt ACt, to any thing waich 1 have written ia 
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PROLOGUE. 
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\ Hat Flecks of Criticks hover here to Ws 
As Vultures wait on Armies for their Frey, 


All gaping for the Cartaſs of a Play / 
with Croaking Notes they bode ſome dire event ; 
And follow Aying Poets Ly the ſcent. 


Onrs giv%s him(el for gone; have watch'd your time ! 


He fiehts ths day\#uparmf*d ; without his Rhyore.. 

And brings a Tale whichyften has been told ; _. 

As ſad 4s Dido's;' and almoſt as old. 

Hu Heroe,. whonevyou Wits his Bully call, 

Bates of his mettle; and. ſcarce rants at all: _ 

PI ſomewhat lewd'; but well-metning minds 

Weeps mach ;1 felrs little ; but is woddrous kind: 

In ſhort,” 'a Patterng and Companion fit, 

Fer all thee keeping Tonyes f the Pit. 

Tcou'd name more ; A Wife, and Miſtreſs too ;- 

Both (toe plain )- too good for moſt of you : 

The Wife welt-natunr'd, and the Miſtreſs true. 
Now, Foets,. if” your fame has been hb care ; 

Allow him all the Candour you can ſpare. 

A brave Man ſcorns te quarrel qnee a ay; 

Like Feftors, in at every petty fray, 

Let thoſe find fault whoſe Wit*s ſo wery ſmall, 

They've need to ſhowe that they cit think at all :\ 

Errours like Straws upon the ſurface flow ; 

He who would ſearch for Pearls muſt dive below. 

Fops may have leave to level all they can ; 

As Figmieyg word be glad to lopp's Man. 


£36 e Hlews 6 (0 littl?-gnd [Olight ; 
| c 


But, as the Rich, whcn tir'd with daily Feaſts, 
For change, become their next poor Tenants Gheſs; 


Drink hearty Draughts of Ale, from plain brown-Bonls, 


And ſnatch the homely Raſber from the Coals : 
S0.30u,. retixing from- ” +» © VEEIEIGGS 
For once, may vntnre to do penance n:re, 

And fince that plenttous Autumn now is pat 

Whoſe Grapes and Peaches have Inaulg'd your ta%,. 
Take in good part from our poor Poets board, 

Such riuell'd Fruits as Winter can afford. 


PROLOGUE to Anthony and Cleopatra. 


A Ute But thab. thy biees + | + 


P. erſon f 
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| os Repreſented. 


"Y Anthony, © + 
3 Ventidins, his General, Mr Mobun. 
Dollabella, his Friend, Mr. Clarke. 
Alexas, the Queens Eunuch, Mr. Goodman, 


Serapion, Prieft of Irs, Mr. Griffin. 
Another Prieſt, Mr. Goy/h. 


— Anthon ”, 
Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt, Mrs. Bowtell. 
Ottawvia, Anthony's Wife, - Mrs, Corey. 


Char mon, ec leopatra S Maids. 


Iras, 
_Anthony's two. little Daughters... -. 


Scene Alexandria. 


Es cl 72 Þ 


Mer. ScEews, Ti Tone | 


1 


___ | LO j DI) | 
15313 91 37% 47 I 0v 201 
Enter gerapiong yrs Prie of Is. 52. V)'A 


Serap. Octents and Vrodife are grown ſo ke 


Flow'd e* v5 eaſon, with a Torrent ., 
S@0ReX | ro co I 
CP yoodroys fietcs, ./: «1 * 


& gveriook the: | 
Cs ES it: : Me god Prat 
Were born above the tops of Trees, tar gre | er” 
Oa th? atmoſt Margin of the Water-mar 
Then, with ſo ſwift. an Ebb, the Flond drove backwatd 
Ir flipt fcom underneath the Scaly Herdz, 
Here monſtrous Phocg panel's on the Shores. - 
Forſaken Dolphixs there, Tails, b 
Lay laſhing e departin ves; Hard by 'em, 
Sea-Horſes floundrin the iy Mat, wha 
Toſg'd up their h and a e.ooze about 'er'; 
"Enter Alexas behind them. 

Myr. Avert theſe Omens, Heav'a. 

Serap. Laſt night, oe, mii bours of Twelve ard Qae, 
In a lone Iſle o*ch* Te , while IL. laſt 
A Whirl-wind roſe, that. mot ith & viole exe, e.g 
Shook all the Dome: the Boora around clap:; - : 
The Iron Wicket that defends the Vault, 
Where the long Race of Ptolomies is layd, 
Burſt open, and diſclogd the mighty dead. 

| mama 


. & 
{« 2 


# 
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Z All fr LOVE; or, 
From out each Monument, in order d, 
An Armed Ghoſt ſtart up : the 307 King” laſt” 


. Rear'd his inglorious head, A of. 
Then follow'd, and a —_—_— Voice 


Cry*d;” is © ran n-4 N 
My ſhaking Knees 4ainſ 4 \ 
On the.told Pavem | & 
And ſo uafiniſh'd left the horrid | I; 
Alexa ſhew- _ — you this ? _=—_ wie the Story ? 
ing bimſelf.\ To frighten our ian withal, 
And Saind *em up betimes | L.- fear 0 Fcieſthond ? 
Sera. My Lord, 1 hob | 2 
my mearit, my, words ſhould oi er yrrbarſ why, | 
I utter'd was, molt. true. þ \/ 4 
Alex. A fooliſh Dream, 
Bred from the fumes of indigeſted Feaſts, 
And holy Euxury, © ** 
Serap. I know my duty : 
This goes no farther. 
Alex, *Tis not fit it ſhould, © 
Nor would the times now bear it, were it true. 
All Southern, from yoit Hills; the Camp 
Hangs o'er us black and threatning, li ea Storm - 
Juſt breaking Fin our Heads. , 
Serap. Our faint Zgyptions pray for Antony 3 
But in Their Servile Hers they owt Offavize. 
Myr. Why. then does Antony dream out his hours, 
And tempts not Fortune for ible Ds” 
Which might redeem what _Attium ol? | 
Alex, He thinks *tis paſt recovery. | 
Serap. Yet the Foe 
Seems not to preſs the Siege. 
Alex, O, there's the wonder. 
Mecenas and Aprippe, who can moſt 
With Ceſar are his Foes. His Wife Offares, 
Driy'a from his Houſe, folicites her Revenge 3 
And Dolabells, who was once his F 
Upon ſome private grudge, now ſeeks his ruine 5: 
_ ſtil War ſeems on either ſide to ſleep. 
erap. 'Tis range that Antony, for ſome days FD... 
Has not beheld the face of Cleopatra z © ©, 
But here, in 16s Temple, lives retir'd, 
And makes his Heart a Prey to black deſpair; 
Alex. 'Tis true; and we much fear be hopes by ablene © 
To cure his mind of Love. 
If he be vanquiſh'd, 
yu 4A Faypt it doom'd to be 


A 


A Roman Province ; and 6ur:: plenteous Harveſtsi - 
Muſt then redeem the ſcarceneſs of 'their. Sail, 
—_ ſtood hrm;, our Alexandris & 
Rival'd proud Rom? (Domjnions other 8 Seat 
And fortune. riding. like: & wall W, dil 
Cou'd fix an equal foot of Empire here..!3bn6:n50; 
Alex. Had 1 my wiſh, theſe Tyrqyys bf: ll Nature 
Who Lord it o'er Mgakind;, ſhiuldipeiſh}iperidhy: 
Each mw others Sword; but, fince our Will . 

Is lamely follow'd by our pow'r, we muſt. 
Depend on one; wich him to riſe-or-fall}}. {1 
Serap. How fandy the Queen-afſefted2.. Jen i 
Alex. O, ſhe dotes, Zach gr il 10 ; vil IT 
She dotes, Serapion, on this ” '>&Mui, Us $6: {, 

And winds her ſelf about his-mightyrbiw,.: 10 - | 

Whom would ſhe yet fdrſake;; .him up," v 
This hunted Prey, 1 to his purſbers 
She might preſerve us all ; but *tis; in vain: 


This changes. my deſi 7gns, this blaſts _—_ 30a +. 


And makes me uſe all means to keep him my: 
Whom I could wiſh divided froar — ne hoe 
Far as the Earth's deep. Center; 2Well py 

The ſtate of things; no muteroF| your fe Gran 
And black Prognoſticks ; laborio. er config =. 


The Peoples —_ ? 1.1 wid bat; 
Emer Ventidins, taking ei with's Gentlemen —_ 
Sereap. Theſe Romans o'reheardiusy e 


But, Who's that Stranger ? BJlkiioW artike! ipderg'.; 


His fierce demeanor, and ereQb® ladkzn)4 23 1:1 T2 | 


He's of no yulgar. note. ne oft 910m 978 217: 
' Htre., O tis\F \ $85, EXD. 4 W Sa 
Our Em on great Lieutenant: in the Eaſt! 
Who fir wg Rome, that Parthia couktibe Conquer's, 
When ary tuna fom:Seivilaſty! ovitts,”, 
He lefr'this Man to guard the Ravrar Frontlens! 
Serap. You ſeem to kyow'hjquwell;: 2vi2 2dgo y(t) 
Alex. Too well. I ſaw wwilu Ciliciz Qt; 
When Cleopatra there met Antony : 
A mortal Foe he was to us, and; TD 
But, let me witneſs to the worth- hate, 3 
A braver Roman never drew a Sword. [urng; 4 
Firm to his Prince z but, as a Friend, mot Slave. 
He ne*r was of his Pleaſures; but precides- 
Ore all his cooler hours' and motoning. towbſels 
In ſhort, the plainneſs, fiercene(s; rugged virtue: 
Of an old true-ſtampt Roman: lives in him, 
His coming bodes I kdow not —_ it a 
2 


| wn 


7% WORLD. wel Lof. 


To 


4 fr LOOT a 
To our affairs. Wittidraw;'to'mark'himbetter ;; 55010077 raw 7 A 
And Vl acquaint you, why I foight youhere, *:'1 112251 ns 2h 4 


And whats our preſent work, ' + x They withdraw tt @: corner of the 
Ventidizs, Not ſee himy fay Ln [I oi Sage 5 aud Vehtidius, with; the 

I lay, I muſt and will, W \cly9 other, ;comer\ furwards' to the _ 
Gent, He has commanded,.57i 53.qin.4 © 5001 Lo 13 2 

On pain of Death; ae ificdd a his Preſence; : |: 1g 
Ven, 1 bring him EIIIOIOY drooping Spidis,- Zi © on e177 

Give him new life, |: 7 wo 0002: 0 12 nn I 0 Tit foe 
Gent. He ſees not Cleopatrdu.:. 9% 1907 300 OL ADV GL v EL of 
Ven. Would he hedarnbdadas 0% 151 © 205420 


Gent. He Eats not, Drinks/not;  Sieeps not, has no-uft wy COT 
Of any thing, but Thought z react "if he Ri, $2230! © ao O wid. 
—- - himſelf, and then,*ris/pe 2 $2520) 22:2 

en he defies the Worl ” ods ? how bo 
Sometimes he gnaws his Eip an abs ond: $27 107 Mott} 
. The Boy Ofaviu; then he draws his Mouth : |! | 


Into a ſcornful Smile, and- cries, Take all, 1 3:1 30g; 20 
The World's not north-my care... 1d pil. bh als b yiti 2220200 vi 


Ven, Juſt, juſt his nature, i115 0252) 03: 20:551 Ne gh 297 eget bay 
Virtues his path; but ſometimes'tis.too! tarto. . ut biioo 1 moil'}s 
For his vaſt Soul; andtthen he Natts ont wide; 25! 2 151.1 07 25 15t 


And bounds into a Vice that bears hio-far | «.. ELLE inigls o 215 efAT 
From his firſt courſe, and plunges kimimills : 7 bi:h 
But, when his danger makes him find his fol, . £378: 1 ou} 
Quick to-obſtrve, nd full of ſharp remorſe,. david] xd 
He cenſures ea gerly his own miſc 10 ki wind) 23541 4.4% 0 
Judging himſelf with:Malice ta'W oo 23613 Odd tt 
And not forgiving what as Man! ; conz2mb  91-it 21 
Becauſe his other parts are more than Gy: ef, or }© 
He muſt not thus be loſt. Alexas andthe Peace coue firmer. 
Alex. You have your fult 1 ions, nOW advance; 
Proclaitfy your Orders. rom "a | ha Qu Comm, 1237 oi 8 
. Romans, X 1ansJ, art cex's 4 TW, 
TR bids of 'Labor ceale; - WY o2ifd3 bl oH 
To Pomp and Friumphs give chis happy toy, 4 JOY -.qune%, 
That gave the World a Lord:: tis Antony's... 1607 a} 
Live, Antony ; and Cleopatrs live. : - WG 
Be this the general voice ſent up to Hedv'n, 
And eyery publick place repeat this. eccho: 
Ven. afide, Fine Pageantry! | 


Serap.. Set out before your doors :/. | | 902127 11410 
The Images of all yoor ſleeping Fathers; ©. /-» Io 217 1538 5! 
With Laurels crown'd; with Laurels wreath ed. iii lis 910 
And ſtrew with Flow'rs the Pavement; Let the Prieſts } | 
Do preſent Sacrifice; pour. out the Wioe, Iain! Tr. 


And call the Gocs to joyn __ = in gladnek,.. | e:L0d TING mM: 


The.W. ORD neliLot. 5 


Ven. Curſe op the Tongue that: bids this al jo 
Beto» *Reve eokiad hb 
When '4mony's in danger ? He, for aa 
ou Romans, your Great Grandlizes Images, 
hr Souls ſhould animate their Marbles, 
To bluſh at their degenerate Pxogeny. | 
Alez, \A Love.w ot bounds to Antony, 
wary mo he Day pic ynl7 —_— Heayea 
abour*" im, when itious 
Stood wakeful in his Orb; to Fateh that Hour, 
And ſhed his better influence. Her own Birth: day- 


Our Qui $20 a, vulgar Fate, 7 | 
That pz IE 27 on ” _ 7 
Ven. "would it had f) FAY yy OE TA 
Divided far from. his til} ſome temote | Fe - 
And future Age bad call/d it out, to ruin WS. 
Some other Prince, not him... 
Alex. Your Emperor, . 
Tho grown unkind, would be mc gentle, thag 
T*upbraid my Queea for ving 00 well. _. 
Ven, Does the mute Sacrifice upbraid the Prieſt ou 
He knows him not his Executioner, lh 
O, ſhe hasdeck'd his ruin with hes Love, | 
Led him in Golden Bands to gaudy flaughter, - -. | | 
And made perdition pleaſing : She, has left him. | Kt 
The blank of what he was; -. We SED > 
I tell thee, Eunuch, ſhe has unmanin'd kim; on - OY 
Can any Roman ra and know him now, Pics 
Thu alter'd from the,Lo pled of bail ll. Mankind, 
Unbent, unſinew?d made a TOY, 
Shrunk from the yaſt extent of all his Honours, 
And crampt within a corner of the Werld ? 


O, Antony ! 
Thou braveſt Soldier, and thou beſt of Friends! 
Bounteovs as Nature. next to Nature*s God! 
Could'ſt thou but make new, Worlds, {0 poold thou give *em, 
As Bounty were thy Being, Rough in Bat 
As the firſt Romans, when they went to rs, 7 
Yet, after Victory, more pitiful, 
Than all their Praying yagin left cha i” | 
Alex, Would you could add to thoſemore Hining Vous 


His Truth to her who loves tim, 
Ven, Would I could ,not., . ee 
But, Wherefore waſte I} pr hours with thee? . 
Thou art her Darling miſchief, her: chief Engin, 

Antony's-0ther Fate. Go, tell-thy Queen, 
Ventidiw 18 atriv*d, to end bes Charms, DE DE: 


[*t 


, | x 1.2 
& All 'for L H JE; "ory 
Let your Eqypick Timbrels phy a Joiie;* 12137 ot 20 Ig vs 
Nor mix Effeminate Sounds with les 'rHampets, © 001 93 vote 
, You dare not fight for Antony ; go Pray, 

And keep your Cowards-Holy-, ay * i Tewp! les. 


:belis 351 tex 
Re-enter the Gentlemaw ml Coen raw 2 mY 


2 Gent. The Emptar, approaches, #id' commands, ] pcm : 
Oa pain of death tone preſithe to it4 544M 3-"grevagnd 
1 Gent. 1 dare not diſobey og 1. $69 ing out nibh. 
Vent. Well, I dare. *, 
But, ll obſerve him fieft unfeen find, 
Which way his humor drives :* 505 Vie Fe 
Enter Antony, walking with g lifes js = vi 
A hey tell. "Ys my Ch andVie ke ; ws s, bike: 
ntony. They tell me ?cis a $: Dobivi 
With double pomp of ſadneſ: his P. oh, 
*'Tis what the Day deſerves, which gave me breath. Pos 
Why was I rais'd the Meteor of me World, | 
Hung in the Skies, and blazing” neg $ 
Till all my fires were ſpent; 
To be trode out by Cefar? © rhe 
Ven. afide, On my Soul, | anno 0! 
?Tis mournful, wondrous SOT: &n ws 
Anto. Count thy Gains. 


it 


Now, Antony, Wouldſt 'thou' be*born' for this 2 PE 
Glutton of Fortune, thy deyouring youth, - | 09 Oy 99 A 


CIUTH2L ,970GCOC 


Has —_—_—_ thy _— age. veothyeenr 4 
. Ven, How Sorrow ſhakes hin! | a 0 
| So, now the Tempeſt teats* Hith thp TONS FM 
And on the ground extends the Bobl&Ril 

Ant. baving thrown bimſe if FRng 
Lye there, thou ſhadow of 'an Emperor; 
The place thou prelleſt on thy Mather- .earth ar Hh 
Is all thy Empire now :'fiow it Fontiing thee 5 7 * | 
Some few days hence ad thed *ryill be nos Be» ag ap —ocnch 
VVhen thou'rt cont mn. F', POL 19, 
Shrunk to a few colq Ae - then OEaNh, 
( For Cleopatra will not livg to fee it) . 
O#avia then will have thee all | her « own, 
And bear thee in. her Widow? a hand i» EY 
Ceſar will wetp; the Crocotile* Wit veep! | 
To ſee his Rival of the Univerſe "lily Fra 
Lie ſtill and peaceful there. ..Ple thigk nq nor of WY LS. 
Give me ſome Muſick 3 look that.it be fad”: BY" IR VV Al 
le footh my Mehancholy t Treelt>” 75 df 
And burſt my ſelf with ſighing ney Soft Meſ 
'Tis ſomewhat to my humor, Stay, addy 


The W a R ED well Wo: > 


I'm now turn*d wild, a Commoner of Nature.z- 
Of all forſaken, and forſaking all z 
Live in a ſhady Forelt*s Sylvan Scene, r 
Stretch'd at m - length beneath ſome blaſted Oke ; 
I lean my head upon the Moſly.Bark, | aenlSn 
And look juſt of a piece, as I grew from it: oP 
My uncomb'd Locks, : matted. like 
Hang o're my hoary Face z/ a. murm'ring Brook 
Runs at my toot. 
Ven. Methinks I fancy 
My ſelf there too. We 
Ant. The Herd come jumping by me, | 0” 
And fearleſs, quench their thirſt, while I look 00, "x = 
fad hog te es ne, s my hough IN 
ore of this Image, more; it ts. Soft My 
Ven, Imuſt diſturb him ; | can hold no longer. Sandy tx bing, 
Ant. flarting #p. Art thou Ventidins 7 
Ven. Are you Antony? 
Pm liker what I was, than you to him 
I teft you laſt. 
Aw. Pm angry. 
Ven, Soaml. | 
Ant. I would be private : Ieaye me. SET AS 
Ven. Sir, I love you, SET 
And therefore will not leave you. 
Am. Will not leave me? 
Where have you learat that Anſiver.? -Who am 1? | 
Ven. My Emperor ; the Man [ love next Heayeg: 
If I aid Ay | think * 'twere ſcarce a Sin 3+ 1 | 
Y'are all that's good, and --"—h_ | | 
Ant. All that's | EE 4 416, 
You will not leave me then ? 
Ven, "Twas too T7 4 
To lay | I would not ; but I dare not leave you : 
And, *tis unkind in you to chide- me hence 
So ſoon, when I ſo far have come to ſee you. 
Ant. Now thou haſt ſeen me, art thou our ? 
For, if a Friend, thou haſt beheld enough ; | 
And, if a Foe, too much, 299%, 
Ven, weeping. Look, Emperor, this is no common Dem, IIS 
I have not wept this Forty years, but now 
My Mother comes afreſh 1nto my Eyes; | 


_ 4 her _— | = K 

Ant, By Heav*n, he weeps, poos poye apo of o\ Vie Weeps þ 

The big round drops courſe one; gt "9 
= Fn 


The furrows of his Cheeks, Stop 7 
Or I ſhall bluſh to death ; they ſet wy 
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That caug?d 'em, full before mes - Tc 
Ven. Vil do my beſt. 

Ant. Sure there's contagion.) in the tears of Pricuds: 

See, I have caught it too.” - Believe tne, "tis not / 

For my own griefs, but thine——— Na J Father. | | Giggh 1 
Ven, Emperor, | Z00!] br 4 
Ant, Emperor! Why, that's the ſtyle of vigor, Tt v3 

the Conqu'ring Soldier, redwith unfelt wounds, - ly | 

Salutes his General ſo :- but never more 

Shall that ſound reach my Ears, 

Ven, I warrant you, | 

Ant, Adium, Altium! Oh—— 7 Dl 7 yg 
Ven. It ſits too nearyos,”: ! A 1: F:i12t | 
Ant. Here, here it liesz a Jawp of Lead bi day 

and, 'inmy ſhort diſtrated- nightly: flumbers, | 

The Hag thetrides my-Deeams- _ 
Vent, Out with it; give it yent. +: b FOUT 3 "\ nf. 
Ant. Urg not my ſhame. 435"? 

I loſt a Battel. = , Uoed LAS 
Vent. So has Julius done. | 
Ant. Thou favour'lt me, and ſpeak*(t not half thay think'lt; $ «4 

For Felins fought it out, and = it Oy 2 [ 1:18 £2. nl 

But Antony ———— £3 0-3 ef bye "2 
Ven. Nay, ſtop not. 

Ant, Antony. 

( Well, thou wilt have it) like a Coward fled, 1 HW . 

Fled while his Soldiers fo ht ;/ fled ficſtYentidinr, | - - 7 oo ooo 7 

Thou long'ſt to curfeime;* nd E give the leave; EW ACTS 

I know thou com'lt prepar'd to rail, - - 1,2 3 10M if} 5 1 
Ven. I did. 3593 lig + 
Ant. Pll help thee — I have been a Mas, Ftidin, bo 
Ven. Yes, and a brave one ; but 
Ant. I know thy meaning. | | i] 

Bur, I have loſt my Reaſon, have difgra&d | (2 eg} 


+ 


The name of Soldier, with ingloriots exe,” ©0101 sf 1 
In the full Vintage of my flowing honoms, "Bi 21 1 now noot 02 
Sate ſtill, and ſaw it preſt by other hands. '- 012 wo/ an 
Fortune came — to my youth, -and/woo'd it; - 19177 4 
And purple greatnels met my ripen'd years. % 


When firſt I came'to/Empire, 1'was bortr. 

On Tides of People, crouding to'my Triamphs; (5! 1 2104 7 
The wiſh of Nations ; and the willing, World © 7 55 12007 1, 
Receiv*d me as Its, pledge, of future peace 3 61 399 qls4 3 

I was ſo great, fo happy, {6 eldv'd/. vil u*v024 vo 

Fate could rot ruine me ; "till Ftopk* pains 4 bows | 
And work'd againſt my e, Thid her from me, 'y 
And turn'd her looſe ; yer till ſhe came again, '-- - Ld fd 20 


. You are too ſenſible already 
Of what y'have done, od pray mg failings, 
And, like a Scorpion, whipt by others firſt 
( ſting your ſelf in mad revenge. 

1 would bci Balm and pour it in your Wounds, 
Cure your di 'd mind, and heal your fortunes, 
Ant. 1 know would'ſt, | | 

Ven, I will. 
Ant. Ha, ha, ha, ha. n > 
Ven, You Laugh, 
Ant. 1 do, to ſee officious love 
Give Cordials to the dead. 
Von. You would be loſt then ? 


Am. 1 am. 
Ven. 1 ſay, you are not. Try your fortune, 
Ant. 1 have to th'utmolt. thou think me deſperate. 


Without juſt cauſe? No, 'when I found all loſt 
repair, I hid me from the World, 
And learnt to ſcorn it here; which now 1 do 
So heartily, I think it is not worth 
The coſt of keeping, 
Ven, Ceſar thinks not ſo : 
He'll thank you for the gift he could not take. 
You would be kill'd, like Txly, would your do, 
Hold out your Throat to Caſar, and dye tamely. 
Ant. No, I can kill my ſelf; and fo reſolve. 
Ven. 1 can die with you too, when time ſhall ſerve; 
But Fortune calls vpon us now to live, 
To Fight, to Conquer, 
Ant. Sure thou Dream'ſt, Vemidins, 
Ven, No, 'tis you Dream; you ſleep away your hours 
In deſperate floth, miſcall'd Pbiloſopby. 
Up, up, for Honor's fake; twelve Legions wait you, 
And long to call you Chief : by painful Journeys, 
1 led *em, patient, both of heat and hunger, 
Down from the Parthian Marches, to the Nie. 
*Twill do you good to ſte their Sun-burat Faces, 
Their skar'd Cheeks and chopt hands; there's virtue ia 'em, 
They'll ſell thoſe mangled Limbs at dearer Rates 
Than yon trim Bands can buy. 
D 


Ant. 


rO Ml for 'L. QV Ex or, © 


Ant. Where left you them ?: 

Ven. I ſaid, in lower Syris. 

Ant: Bring %em hither ; 

There may be life in theſe. 

Ven. They will not come. : 

And. Why did'ſt thou mock my hopes with promis*d aids 
To double my deſpair ? They*ce mutinous; 

Ven. Moſt firm and loyal. | 

Ant, Yet they will not March 
To ſuccour me, Oh trifler ! 

Ven,. They petition 
You-would make haſt to head %em. 

Ant, Pf belieg d. vo: Afrib * 

Ven. There's but one way ſhut up: How camel hither ?--- - 

Ant, 1 will not ſtir, 

Pen, They would perhaps: defire. 

A. better reafbn. 

Ant, 1 have never us'd 
My Soldiers to demand a reaſon of” 

My aftions, Why did they refuſe to March ? 

Ven. Fhey ſaid, they would pot fight for Cleopatra: 

Ant, What was'c they faid?. 

Ven. They faid they would not fight far Cleopatra. 
Why ſhould they fight, indeed, to make her Conquer, . 
And make you-more a Slave? to gain you Kingdoms, 
Which, for a Kiſs, at your next Midnight 
You'll ſell to her? then fhe new names her Jewels, 
And calls this Diamond ſach or ſuch.a Tax, 

Fach Pendant in her-ear ſhall be a Province, 

Ant: Ventidixs, 1 allow your Tongue free licence - 
On all my other faults; but, on your life,,.. 

No word of Cleopatra : She deſerves - 
More World's than I can loſe; 

Ven. Behold gyou Pow?cs, us 
To whom you'have intruſted Humankind; 

See Exrope, Africk,, 4fia, put in balance, 
And all weigh'd down by one light worthleſs Woman! 
I think the Gods are Antony's, and give 

Like Prodigals, this neather World away, 

To none but waltful hands, 

Ant, You grow preſumptuous, 

Ven. I take the priviledge of plain love to ſpeak. 

Ant Plain love! plain arrogance, plain inſolence :. 
Thy Men are Cowards, thou-anenvious Fraitor z 
Who; under. ſeming honeſty, haſt vented. 

The burden of thy- rank o'reflowing Gall. 
@.that-thon wert my equal. great in Arms- 
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As the firſt Ceſar was, that 1 might kill thee 
Without a Stain to Honour ! 

Ves, You may K"':.e; my 
You have done more already, call'd me Traytor, 

Ant. Art thou not one? 

Ven, For ſhowing you your ſelf, 

Which none elſe durſt have done; but had I been 
That name, which I diſdain to ſpeak again, 
I needed not have ſooght your abject fortuger, 
What hirdred mer he e et my Goo ng Eagl 
at hindred me t have led m es 
4 dow —_— ?I hep heebenns 6 
caytor then, a glorious y Tra 
And ne have been fo calPd. Wines 
Am. Forgive me, Soldier : 
P've been too paſſionate, 
Vers. You thought me falſe; . 
Thought my old Age betray'd you: kill me, Sic; 
Pray kill me; yet you not, your unkindneſs 
Has left your Sword no work, 
Ant. 1 did not think ſo; 
I faid it in my rage: prithee forgive me 2 
Why didſt thou tempt my Anger, by diſcovery 
Of what I would not hear ? 

Ven. No Prince but you, 
Could merit that fincerity I us'd, 
_ durſt another _ ventur'd it ; 

ut you, ere Love mi wandring Eyes, 
Were. ſure the chief and bit of Human Race, 
Fram'd in the yery pride and boaſt of Nature, 
So perfett, that the Gods who form'd you, wonder'd 
At their owa $kill, and cry'd, A lucky hit 
Has mended our deſign, Their envy hindred, 
Elfe you had been Immortal, and a pattern, 
When Heay*n would work for oſtentation ſake, 
To copy out again. 

Ant, But Cleopatra 
Goon; for I caa bear t now. 

Ven, No more, by 

Ant. Thou dar®ſt not truſt my Paſſion; but thou may'ſt * 
Thou only lov*ſt , the reſt have flatter me. 

Ven. Heay?ns bleſſing on your heart for that kind word. 
May I believe you love me ? ago, 

Ant, Indeed I do. Speak this, and this, and this [Hugging bir, 
Thyraiſes were unjuſt ; but Pll deſerve em, 

And yet mend all, Do with me what tho wilts 
Lead me to victory, thou know?ſt - way, 
s "y Fo, 
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Ven, And, Will you leave this 
Ant, Prithee do not curſe her, 
_—_ I will 7 yr though, ODIN. $1 I , 
Life, Conqueſt, Empire ; all, but Honor 
But 1 il ins her. 
Ven, That's my Royal Maſter. 
Aad, Shall we Fight ? 
Ant. 1 warrant thee, old Soldier, 
Thou ſhalt behold me once again in Iron, 
And at the head of our old T that beat 
The Partbians, cry aloud, Come follow me, 
Ven, O-now 1 bear ! in thet word 
Olavine fell. Gods, let babind. ee _—. 
And if I have Ten 
Ell thank you for ——_— 
Ant, Oh Cleopatrs ! 
Ven. Again ? 
41s. I've done: in that laſt Sigh ſhe went. 
Caſar ſhall know what 'tis to force a Lover, 
From all he holds moſt dear. 
Ven. Methinks you breath 
Another Soul : Your looks are mere Divine 
You ſpeak a Heroe, and you move a God, 
Am. O, thou haſt fir'd me; hs Ars in Arms, 
And Mans each part about me 
That noble eagerneſs of be has xs ſeix'd nem q 
That eagerneſs eſe wich which 
To Cofiw's Camp: In vain the fo 


ay heady planet all or ſhield : 
while my formoſt Men 
Lagg'd on the Plain —"_ 


Ven. Ye Gods, ye 
For ſuch another bas 


Once more to meet our Foes; that 

Like Time and Death, marching before our 

Ma fate to'em; Mowe "em out a pall: 7 
| yic 
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ACT. IL 


Cleopatra, Iras, and Alexas. 


Cleop. Hat ſhall I do, or whither ſhall I turn > 
Ventidins has o*rcome be will go. 
| Alex. He goes to Fight for you. 
| Cleo, Then he would ſee me e*re he went to fights 
Flatter me not: if once he goes, he's loſt : 
And all my hopes deſtroy'd. 
Alex, Does this weak paſſion. 
Become a Mighty Queen ? 
Cleo. I am no Queen; 
Is this to be a Queen, to be beſieg'd 
By yon inſulting Roman ; and to wait 
Each hour the Vitor*s Chain? Theſe ills are ſmall 
For Antony is loſt, gnd I can Mourn 
For nothing elſe but him, Now comes  Ofaviar, . 
I have no more to loſe; -prepare thy Bands ;; 
I'm fit to be a Captive: 4 
Has taught my mind the fortune of a Slava- 
Irs. Call Reaſon to aſliſt you, 
Cleo. I have none. . 
And none would haye : my Loye's a noble madaeſs: . 
Which ſhows the cauſe deſery*d it. . Moderate ſorrow - 
Fits vulgar Love; and for a Man : 
But I haye lov'd with fuch ent 
I ſoard, at firſt, quite out of Reaſons view, 
- And now am loſt above it—— No, Pm proud : 
"Tis thus, would: Antony could ſee me now; - 
Think you he- would not figh ? though he mult leare me, , 
Sure he would ſigh ; for he.is noble-natur'd, 
And bears a tender heart F I know him well. 
Ah, no, I know him not; I knew him once, 
But now 'tis paſt. 
Ira. Let it be paſt with you - 
Forget him, Madam. - _ 
—— Never, —_ Ira. . - 
once was mine z OnCC, _ now *tis A 
Leayes a faint Image of poſſeſſion (fill. wi 
Alex, Think him unconſtant, cruel, and ungratefal; - 
a wow cangot ry I gp em > were Vain; -. 
aithleſs, ungrat cruel, e be, 


on, - 


Enter Charmion, 
Now, What news my Charmion ? 
Will he be kind? and Will he not forſake me? 
Am1 to live, or dye? nay, Do [ live ? 
Or am I dead? for when he gave his anſwer, 
Fate took the word, and then 1 liv*d, or dy'd. 
Char, 1 found him, Mgdam—_ 
Cleo, A long Speech preparing ? 
If thou bring'lt comfort, haſt, and give it me ; 
For never was more need, | 
Iras. I know he loves you. 
Cleo. Had he been kind, her Eyes had told me fo, - 
Before her Tongue could ſpeak it : now fhe ſtndi 
To ſoften what he faid; but give me death, 
Juſt as he ſent it, Charmion, undiſguigd, 
And in the words he ſpoke, 
Char. I found him then | 
Incompaſs'd round, I think, with Iron Statnes, 
So mute, ſo motionleſs his Soldiers ſtood, 
While awfully he caſt his Eyes about, 
And ev'ry Leaders hopes or fears ſurvey'd-: 
Methought he look*d reſoly'd, and yet not pleas'd. 
When he beheld me ſtrugling in the croud, 
He bluſh*d, and bad, make way. 
Alex, There's comfort yet. 
Char. Ventidius fixt his Eyes upon my paſllage, 
Severely, as he meant to frown me back, 
And ſullenly gave place : I told my mellage, 
Juſt as you gave it, broken and diforder'd; 
I numbred in it all your ſighs and tears, 
And while I moy*d your pitiful requeſt, 
That you but only beg*d a laſt farewel, 
He fetch an inward groan, and ev'rytime 
I nam'd you, ſigh'd, as if his heart were breaking, 
But ſhun*d my Eyes, and guiltily look*d down; 
He ſeem'd not now that awfal Anton ? 
Who ſhook an Arnvd Aſſembly with his Nod, 
But making ſhow as he would rub his Eyes, 
Diſgvis?d and blotted out a falling tear. | 
Cleo. Did he then weep ? and, Was 1 worth a tear ? 
If what thou haſt to ſay be not as pleaſing, 
Tell me no more, but let me die contented, 
Char. He bid me ſay, He knew himſelf fo well, 
He could deny you nothing, if he {aw you; 
And therefore 
Cleo. Thou wou'd ſay, he wowd not ſeeme ? 
Charm. And therefore beg'd you not to ule a power, 


Which 


TheW ORLD well Lo. 15 
Which he could ill reſiſt; yet he ſhould eyer 
Reſpect you as he ought, 
Cleo. Is that a word | 
For Antony to uſe to Cleopatra ? 
Oh that faint word, Reſpect! how 1 diſdain it ! 
Diſdain my ſelf, for loving after it ! 
He ſhould have kept that word for cold O&avis, 
Reſpect is for a Wife : Am I that thing, 
That dull infipid lump, without deſires, 
And without pow?*r to give **m? 
Alex. You misjudge 
You ſee through Love, and that deludes your fight : 
As, what is ſtrait, ſeems crooked through the Water; 
But I, who bear my reaſon undiſturb*d, © 
Can ſee this Antony, this dreaded Man, 
A fearſul ſlave, who fain would run away, 
And ſhuns his Maſter's Eyes : if you purſue him, 
My life on*r, he ſtill drags a chain along, 
That needs muſt clog his flight. | 
Cleo, Could I believe thee! 
Alex. By ev'ry circumſtance 1 know he Loves. 
True, he's hard preſt, by Intereſt and by Honour; 
Yet he but doubts, and parlies, and caſts out 
Many along lookt for ſuccour. : 
Cleo. He ſends word, 
He fears to ſce my face, 
Al:x. And would you more ? 
Pe ſhows his weakneſs who declines the Combat ; 
And you muſt urge your fortune, Could he ſpeak 
More plainly? To my Ears, the Meſlage ſounds 
Come to my reſcue, Cleopatrz, come ; 
Come, free me from Ventidius; from my Tyrant : 
See me, and give me a pretence to leave him, 
I hear his Trumpets. This way he muſt paſs. 
Pleaſe you, retir2 a while; PiEwork him firſt, 
That he may bend more eaſe. 
Cler, You ſhall ruleme; © 
But all, I fear, in vain, [ Exit with Char, 2x1 [ras 
Alex, | fear (co too! ! PF 
Though I coaccal'd my thoughts, to make her b:1d : 
But, *cis our vtmoſt means, and Fate befriend it, - [WF ithdraws. 
Enter Lictors with Falces ; one bearing the Faple : then Enter 
Antony with Ventidius, follow'd by otber Commanders, 
Ant. Odavius is the Minion of blind Chance, . 
But holds from Virtue nothing, 
Ven, Has he couraze ? 
4Ax?. But jult cuough to ſeaſon him from Coward; 
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O, *tis the coldeſt youth upon a Charge,, 

The moſt deliberate fighter ! if he veatures 

= in Ilyrie once they ſay he did | 

o ſtorm a Town ) 'tis when he cannot chuſe, 

When all the World have fixt their Eyes upon him; 
And then he lives on that for ſeven years after, 
Bur, at a cloſe revenge he never fails. : 

Ven, I heard, you challeng'd him, 

At. [ did, Vemtidius. ; 
What think'ſt thou was his anſwer? *twas ſo tame, — 
He ſaid he had more ways than .one to die z 
4 had not, 
Vex. Poor ! 
Ant, He has more ways than one ; 
. But he would chuſe 'em all before that one, 
Ven. He firſt would chuſe an Ague, ora Fever : 
Ant, No : it muſt be an Ague, not a Fever; 
"He has not warmth enough to die by that, 

Ven. Or old Ape, and a Bed. 

Ant. I, there's his choice, 
He would live, like a Lamp, to the laſt wink, 
And crawl upon the utmoſt verge of life ; 
O Hercules ! Why ſhould a Man like this, 
Who dares not truſt his fate for one great aftion, 
Be all the care of Heaven? Why ſhould he Lord it 
O're Fourſcore thouſand Men, of whom, each one 
Js bravyer than himſelf? * 

Ven. You conquer'd for him : 
Pbilippi knows it : there you ſhar'd with him 
That Empire, which your Sword made all your own. 

Ant. Fool that I was, upon my Eagles Wings 

I bore this Wren, till 1 was tir'd with ſoaring, 

And now he mounts above me. 

Good Heay'ns, ls this, is this the Man who braves me ? 

Who bids my age make way : drives me before him, 

To the World's ridge, and ſweeps me off like rubbiſt? 
Ven. Sir, weloſe time; the Troops are mounted all, 
Ant, Then give the word to March : 

{ long to leave this Priſon of a Town, 

To joyn thy Legions ; and, in open Field, 

Once more to ſhew my Face, Lead, my Deliverer. 
k Enter Alex, ; 
Alex, Great Emperor, 

In mighty Arms renownd above Mankind, 

But, in ſoft pity to th' oppreſt, a God : 

This meſſage ſends the mouraful Cleopatra 

To her departing Lord, 
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Ves, Smooth Sycophant ! 1525 & 5Y 

Alex. A thouſand Wiſhes, and ten thouſand Prayers,” ©! 

Millions of Bleflings wait you to the Wars, - e23TD1M y! A 

Mfllions of Sighs and Tears ſhe ſends you too, | = 

ao om ng _— Y - 
many dear embraces to your Arms, 

As many parting Kiſles to your Lips ; 4: 

But thoſe, ſhe fears, have weary*d you already, 

Ven. afide: Falſe Cracoadfle! | 
Alex. And yetſhe begs nos now,you would not leave her, 

That were a wiſh too mighty for ber hopes, 

Too preſumjng for her low Fortune, and-your ebbing Loye, 

That were a wiſh for her more proſperous 

Her blooming Beauty, and your growing kindneſs. 

Ant. afide, Well, I muſt Man itont; What would the Queen ? 
Alex. Firſt, to theſe. Noble 'Warrivrs, who attend, 

Your daring Courage in the chaſe 'of Fare; 

( Too daring, and too dang'rousfor her Quiet) 

She humbly recommends all ſhe holds dear, 

All her own Cares and Fears, the cate of yay. 
Ven. Yes, witneſs ATium. dy 
£m, Let him ſpeak, Yentiding. ii 2 
Alex, You, when his matchles Valour bears him forward, *'-* 

With Ardor too Heroick, on his Foes: '! p.? 51 $0;oK; 

. Fall down, as ſhe would do, before his Feet ; 

Lye in his way, and ſtop the paths of Death; 

Tell him, this God is not invalnerable, "| 

That abſent iahi g-. 0; 

And, that you may remember her Petition, 

She begs you wear theſe Toifles, as 4 pawn, ' | 

Which, at your wiſht return, ke will redeem, © 
ED . 1:2 (Gives Fewel: ts the Commanders. 

With all the Wealth of Fay: 

This, to the great Ventidixs the preſents, -- 

Whom ſhe can never count her Enemy, + 

Becauſe he loves hegLord,. 1 1 
Ven. Tell her Pll none on'c; 

I'm not aſham'y of honeſt Poverty: <: 

Not all the Diamonds of the Eaſt can bribe 

Fenidius from his Faith,” 4 hope'to fee {097 9 

Theſe, and the reſt of all her ſparkling ſtote, 

Where they ſhall more deſervingly be plac'd.-- '/ 3 
Ant. And who muſt wear %tm then ? / ._ 
Ven. The ware. we em 1913; wont -! p 
Ant. You might 4'uhiat word; 

Ven, And he that gr 6 W'l :. 
Anz. But haye I no remembrance.? '- ny, : 
; ; E Alex. 
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Alex. Yes, a ade one : 
Your Slave, the. S008 FREIE. F' 49! Df i2ilV/ br "1 A 
Ant. My Miſtreſs. -þ Oy New R204 Io 27; 
Alex. Then your Miſtreſs; ' bes . =; 110 
Your Miſtreſs would, ſhe ſays, have ſent her Soul; 8 9; — 
But that you had long ſince ; ſhe humbly begs £0; 
This Ruby Bracelet, ſet with bleeding Hearts, | #511 0 ee ee 
( The emblems of her own} may bind yourArm.”" 2769 '- v6; 
Preſenting 6 Bracelets | 
Ven, Now, my beſt' Lord;.in-Honor*s name, þa$k you; 
For Manhoods lake, and for yout own dear Lenny; | 
Touch not theſe poiſon'd Gifts, | T8 
Infe&ted by the Sender, tauch.'em-not, 2 + 
Miriads of blueſt Plagues lye underneath: _ uns 
And more-than Acogite: has dipt the Silk: | 
Ant. Nay, now. you. grow too: cal, Veuridiues: 0? 
A Lady's Favours may be worn wit Honor, 
What, to refuſe her Bracelet! On my-Soul, 
When I lye penſive in my Tent alone, 
*Twill paſs the wakeful hours of Winter nights, | 
To tell theſe pretty Beads upon my Arm, 3494 225 
To count for every one a "> 492 dune 4a} rides ld 
A-melting Kiſs ag fuch/and ſuchatime;-!.- 1: ©: 0 awd 
And now and then the fury of her- haves 11 $3429 0; .c0bth ts? 
When And what herm's in this ?i- | [554 
Alex. None, none my Lord, . {1: 
But what”s to her, that now *tis paſt for ever.” 
Ant, going) We Soldiers are ſo {err rr —__ 
to tye is. tye It, oh 
Alex. In faith, my Lord, -we-Courtiers too aro-amkward: nod vi 
In theſe Aﬀairs : ſo are all; Men inaced; 20192 3rd 1967 36 of, 
Ey*n I, who am not one., . But ſhall 4 ſpeak ?. 
Ant. Yes, freely, 
Alex. Then, my Lord, fair hands alone - | | 
Are fit to tye it : - She, who ſent it; ca0. * \ 107 
Ven, Hell, Death: this Eunuch Pagdar ruins you. eve! vi g 
You will not ſee her ? li*] 
[ Alexas whiſpers a Anerilone, who gs OY 0:1 mms 
Ant. But to take my leave; 7 {7 tt fo vr 1 Af 
Ven, Then I have waſh'd an Athipe. Yare undone.; , 
Yeare in the Toils; y'are taken; y'are PENG 2. 
Her Eyes do Ceſar? s Work; _, 
Aut. You fear too ſoon. 
Pm.conſtant to my ſelf : I know m ſtren 
And yet ſhe ſhall not — ay nels meuber. 
Roen in the depths of :Africk : | 4 a Romans. 11 | 
AISEIION of ſoft emanTE.2or: pXJrNtt 04 025 27 | 4 


b 
. 


A gueſt, and kindly us*d, ſhould bid farewel, 
Ven. You do not know T 
How weak you are to her, how much an Infant : 
Yon are not proof againſt a Smile or Glance; 
A Sigh will quite diſarm you, | 
Ant. See, ſhe comes ! | Mo ot 
Now you ſhall find your error.. Gods, 1 Thank you : 
I form'd the danger greater than it was, 
And, now *tis near, 'tis.leſſen'd, 
Ves. Mark the end'yer. 
Exter Cleopatra, Charmion axd Iras. 
Ant. Well, Madam, we are met. 
Cleo, Is this a Meeting ? 
Then, we muſt —_ 
Ant. We mult. 
Cleo, Who ſays Wwe. muſt ? 
Ant, Our own hard fates, | 
Cleo, We make thoſe Fates ,our ſelves... ..,, 
Amt, Yes, we have made *em; 'we have lov'd each other . 
Into our mutual Ruin. ,.. ........_ _ 
Cleo, The Gods have ſeen thy Joys with envious Eyes ; 
I have no Friends in Heaven; and all the World, ws 
( As 'twere the buYneſs of Mankind to part us) ;* | ; 
Is arm*d againſt my Love: ey'n you. your ſelf .. 
Joyn with the reſt; you, you are arm'd againſt me. 
Ant, 1 will be juſtify'd in all L,do- 1% pos 
To late Poſterity, and therefore; hear me. 
If I mix a Lye | 
With any Truth, reproach me freely with it ; 
Elſe, fayor me with ſilence. 
Cleo. You command me, . | 
And I am dumb... : acl m4 Þ 
Ven. 1 ke T3 wel : he ſhews Authority, 
Ant. That I derive my ruin 
From you alone——— 
Cleo. © Heav'ns!.1 ruin you! Mg « 
Ante. You promis'd me your filence, and you'break it 


. E'ce I have ſcarce begun, , 


(IV 


Cleo. Well, I obey you... | : 
Ant. When I beheld” yqu, figſt;; it was, in Ag ypt, KY 
E'ce Ceſar ſaw your Eyes3,yqu gave me love, wh: 

And were too young, 80;know.it, that 1 (5 | 

Your Father in his Throne, was for your lake, 

I left the acknowledgment for time to ripen, . 

Ceſar ſtept.in, and with a greedy hand.... | 

Pluck*d the green Fruit,, e?er the, ficſt bluſh of Rea 

Yet cleaving to the bougb. _. He ak. ny Lord,. : 
2 And 
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And was, beſide, GO for me to Rival, 
But, 1deſery*d you firſt, though he enjoy' 'd you. 
When, after, I beheld yot in Cilicts, \ 
An Enemy to:Kome, | pardon'd your; + | 
Cleo. | clear'd my felft——— ge 
Art. Again you break your Promiſe. 
1-lov'd you ſtill, and took your weak excuſes, 
Took you into my Boſom, ſtain'd by Cefar, 
And not half. mine :- I went to Zgypt with you, 
And hid me from the bus neſs of the World, 
Shut out enquicing Nations from my fight, 
To give whole years to you, 


Ven. Yes, to your ſhame be't ſpoken. ___ Fate. 


Ant, How 1 lov'd 
Witneſs ye Days and Nights, . and all your Hours, 
That Danc'd away with Down upon your Feet, 
As all your bus? "el were to count. my 
- Oneday paſt by, and nothing faw but Loye ; ; 
Another came, and ſtill 'twas only Love :- 
The Suns were weary'd out with looking « on,. 
And 1 untir'd with n 
t jaw. you ev'ry day, and all the 
And ev'ry day was ſtill but as the ſt 
So eager was-I ſtill . fog you'tnore. 
Ven. *Tis all too | 
Ant. Fulvia, my.Wife, grew vw 
As ſhe indeed had reaſon; rais%d a "War. ” - 
In 1zaly to call me back, 
Ven. But yet 
You: went not, 
Ant, While within your Arms I lay, 
The World fell mouldring from ; my Hands each Hour, 
And left me- ſcarce a grasp (t thank =" loye for't. ) 
Ven, Well puſh'd : that laſt was hotne. 
Cleop. Yet may I ſpeak ? 
Ant, If I have nvig'd a falſhood, yes, ee hoe. 
Your lence ſays 1 have not, Favia. dy*d 
(.Pardon, you gods, with my unkindneſs ya). ) 
To'ler the World at Peace, I took wee 
This Ceſar's Siſter z in her pride of-you 
And flow'r of Beauty, did 1 wed that: hat Lay; 
Whom bluſhing 1 muſt praie 'betaufe'1left- by - 
You call'd ; my Love obey*d the fatal Sammons : 
This rais'd the Roman Arms; the Canfe way yours, 
I.would have fought by Land, where 1 was dt | 
You: kindred ut; yet, yore pl ht gt  werpaifne , 
Forſook me. fighting ; Fob aif. to: Hoftgr ! 


Oh 
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Oh laſting ſhame ! ) I knewinot that 1. fled; 
But fled to follow you. 

Ven. What haſte ſhe made to hoiſt her you: Sails! 
And to appear magnificent in flight, | 
Drew halt our ſtrength away, 

Ant, All this you caus'd, 

And, Would you multiply more ruins on me ? 
This honeſt Man, my beſt, my only Friend, 
ther'd up the Shipwreck of my Fortunes ; 
Tx ve Legions I have left,” my laſt recruits, 
And you have watch*d the news, and bring your eyes- 
To ſeiſe them too. If you have ought to an(wer, 
Now ſpeak, you have free leave, ' 
Alex. afide. She ſtands confounded : 
Deſpair is in her E _ 

Yen, Now lay a figh th? way, to top his: nthan 
Prepare a Tear, and bid it for kis Lagann, 

*Fis like they ſhall be fold. 

Cleo, How ſhall I pleat'my cauſe; 'mben you, my Judge 

Already have condemn's- td? Shaff 1 bring) - 
The Love you bore me far my Advocate? 
That now is turn'd againſt me, that deſtroys me 
For, love once palt, is, at the belt, forgotten , 
But oftner ſours ro hate: *twill pleaſe my Lord 
To ruine me, andtherefore Ill de wt 
But, could I once have thoughTic 6 pleas d you, . 
That you would pry, with natrow ſcarching Eyes 
Lnto my faults, ſevere to my defttuſtiom: 
And watching all advantages with care," © -» 
That ſerve to make me wretched ? Speak, my Lord, 
For I end here, Though E.deferve this alage, 
Was it like you-to-give it #/:: 

Aut. O you wrong me; '' - 
To think 1 ſought this parting, or defied | 
To accuſe you more than whit will clear my-fell;, 
And juſtifie this breach. 

Cleo. Thus low | thank you. 
Aud ſince my innocence will. not _ 
I ſhall not bluſh to own it, 

Ven. After this « '- 
I'think ſhe*l bluſh at nothing, 

Cled, You ſeem" griev'd, 


(And therein you are kind) that Ceſar felt is 


Enjoy'd my love, though you delerv*dir better : 

I grieve for that, my Lord, much more thaw you; . 
For, had I firſt been yours, it would have ſav'd 
My ſecond choice ; .[ never [haul Þeea his, 
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_ Speak; Would you haye m m_—_— by my, ſtay?-;/ 
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And ne*r had been but yours, But Czfer firſt, Bl 

You ſay, poſleſs'd my love. Not ſo, my Lord; 

He firſt poſſeſs'd my Perſon;; you wy Love : 

Ceſar lov'd me; but I lov'd Antony; 

1t 1 endur'd him after, *twas becauſe | | 

I judg'd it due to the firſt name of Men; | þ- ond 

And, half conſtrain'd, 4 gave, as'to: a Tyrant, 'F | 

What he would take by Orce. 
Ven. O Syren! Syren! 

"Yet grant that all the love:ſhe boaſts mere true, 

' Has ſhe not ruin*d-you ? 1 Kilk- Urge ze TH 

The fatal conſequence; »: 4 ; 007 7. 
Cleo. The conſequence indeed, 1+! 2. | 

For I dare challenge him, my Foe; 

To ſay it was deſign'd : "tis true, I loy*d you, 

-And kept you far att uneaſic Wite, 

(Such Fulvia was.) 

'Yes, but he'll ſay, you left Ollavia for INE ynbemomn— 

And, Can yoy blame” me-toreceiye;that-love, | 

Which quitted ſuch deſert, fot worthleſs me? - 

How often have I wiſh'd fome-other: Ceſar,;! - 

Great as the firſt, and as'the-ſecond young; 

Would court my Love'to. be refug?d. for you! 
Ven. Words, words; but-4AFiam, Sir, remember Af7;zm, 
Cleo. Ev'n there, I dare his Malice. Swe; |-Countel'd 

To fight at:iSea ; but 1 betray yew. not. 1 

I fled ; but not to the Eneniy:--' Pwas: fear: 

Would I had been a Man, notifo-have fear'd, _ -- 

For none would then have envy'd Me your. frigndtp, 

Who envy me your Love, * | 
An, We're both unhap PPY : 

If nothing elſe, yet our ill ortune parts ys. 


Cleo, If as a friend _ my: Ju 
If as a Lover, ſtay, _ .moſt: per 
*Tis a hard Chex 'but 

Ven, See now th? effects of her ſo boaſted Jove! 

She ſtrives to drag you down to ruine with her : 

Bur, could ſhe *ſcape without you, oh how ſoon 

Would ſhe let go her hold, and haſte to þ ares | 
And never look, behind} F 

Cleo, Then judge my love by this, © [Giving Antony a Writing: 
Could I hve born 7 CET 
A liſe or death, a happineſs or wor 
From yours divided, this had-giv'a me means, 

Ant. By Hereuler, the Writing of Oftavins! 
T know it well z 'cis that preſcribing hand, /: 
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Young as it was, that led the way to-mine, | $6 
And lefe me but the mY place in Murder. ——— 4 
See, ſee, Ventidius ! here be afters Agypr, ..,. _ MIT 
And joyns all Syria.to it as a preſent, 
So, in requital, ſhe forſake my. tortunes, 
And joyn her Arms with his, --, os 
Cleo, And yet you leave me! bs 
You leave me, Antony; and yet I love yau., 
Indeed I'dd:. I have refus'd a Kingdom, 
That's a Trifle : | qe 4; % 
For I could part with life; with any thing, 
But only you. © let me. die, but with you! 
Is that a hard requeſt ? | 
Ant, Next living with you, 
Tis all that Heay*a can give. 
Alex. aſide, He melts; We cue 8s 
Cleo, No: you ſhall go: your Iat'ceſt calls you hence; 
Yes, your dear intereſt pulls too ſtrong, for theſe 
Weak Arms to hold you here, [Takes bis band.” 
Go; leave me, Soldier; . 
(For you're no more a Lover : ) leave me dying; 
Puſh me all pale and panting from your Boſome, 
And, when your March begins, ler one run after 
Breathleſs almoſt for Jay, 3 and cry, ſhe's dead : 
The Soldiers ſhout; you then pechaps may ſigh, 
And muſter all your Romen Gravity, 
Ventidixs Chides; and ſtrait your Brow clears up. 
As I had never been. Sg | 
Ant, Gods, *tis too much ; too much for Man to bear! 
Cleo, What is't for me then, 
A weak forſaren Woman? -and a Loyer ? 
Here let me breath my laſt : envy me not 
This minute in your Arms: I'll die apace : 
As faſt as &*er I can; and end your trouble, 
Ant, Dye! Rather let me periſh : loognd Nature 


Leap {rom its hinges. Sink the props of Heay®n, 
And fall the Skies to cruſh the neather Woftd. 
My Eyes, my.Soul; my all! [ Embrace; ber, 

Ven. And what's this Toy 
In ballance with your Fortune, Honor, Fame ? 

Ant, What is't, Ventidias ? it out-weighs %em all; 
Why, we have more than Conquer*d Ceſar now : 
My Queen's not only Innocent, but Loves me. 

This, is ſhe who drags me down to ruin! 
*Brit, cond the *cape without me, with what haſte 
Would ſhe let ſlip her hold, and make to ſhoce, 
And neyer look behiad ! 
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Down on thy knees, Blaſphemer'ss thi wrt,» + | &g 40 
And ask forgiveneſs of Wwrong'd Inribctnes; © n 119 
Ven, Vil rather die, than p-bt it. "WM your po? + a8-4 ,99t ,59 


Ant.-Go ! Whither ? go from alt 'that's excellent 4 | 
Faith, Honour, Virtue, all good thingsfarbid, ch 
That I ſhould gofrom her, who ſets my loye/ 
Above the price of Kingdoms. Giye, oy Gods,  29y | Te 
Give to your Boy, your Cefar, 21 [ 116 
This Rattle of a Globe to play withal, © © | : 0b? bog! 
This Gu-gau World, and put him oa off: Wl 
PU not be pleas'd with leſs than' Cleopatra, 
Cleo, She wholly yours, ' My heart's'fo fall of joy, 
That I ſhall do ſome wild extravagance 
Of Love in publick; and the fooliſh World, - WE) 
Which knows not tenderneſs, will think-me "Mad. | *gf 
Ven. O Women / Women ! Went! "all the Gots FOR! 
Haye not ſuch pow'r of doing goot'ts Mui, © 0: Ui YO7 : GH , 
As you of doing harm, | { Exh. 
Ant. Our Men are Arm'd, 02 2 
Unhar the Gate that looks to Ceſar”s Camp ; a 
I would revenge the Treachery he meair: MC's d 5 910 Of v1 
And long ſecurity makes Conqueſt eafie, 08 916 its 


I'm eager to return OE E./. Woy nadw L 

For, all the pleaſures bene tghe {21d 40! LO Aide 

On my remembrance : how 1 long Night ! | ? «iT 
E 


That both the ſweets of mutual may try, 
And once 3: o'er Ceſar ere me die. 


_ 
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ACT I. 


* *At one door, Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, axd Alexas, a Train 
of Egyptians : at the other, Antony aud Romans. The en- 
trance on both ſides is prepar'd by Muſick, the Trumpets firjt ſound- 
ing on Antony's part : then anſwer'd by Timbrels,&c, on Cleopa- 
tra's, Chartmion and Iras bold a Lanrel Wreath betwixt them. 
A Dance of Egyptians. After tbe. Ceremony, Cleopatia Crowns 
Antony, : : 


Ant. Thought how thoſe white arms would fold me io, 
And ſtrain me cloſe, and melt me into love ; 
So pleas'd with that ſweet Image, I ſprung forwards, 
And added all my ſtrength to. every blow. 
Cleo. Come to me, come my Soldier, to my Arms, 
You've been too long away from. my embraces ; 
But, when Lhave you (aſt, 'and all my own, 
With broken murmurs, and with amorovs ſighs, 
ll ay, you were unkind, and puniſh you, 
And mark you red with many an eager kil. . 
Ant. My Brighter Venas ! 
Cleo, O my greater Mars ! 
Ant. Thou joialt us well, my Love! 
-Suppoſe me come from the Phlegreen Plains, 
Where gaſping Gyants lay, cleft by my Sword : 
And Mountain tops par*d oft each other blow, 
To bury thoſe | ſlew : receive me, Goddeſs ; 
Let Celar ſpread his ſubtle Nets, like Vulcan, 
In thy embraces 1 would be beheld 
By Heay®n and Earth at once : 
And make their envy what they meant their ſpart, 
Let thoſe who took us bluſh; I would love va 
With awful State, regardleſs of their frowns, 
As their ſuperior God, 
There's no fatiety of Love, in thee , 
Enjoy'd, thou ſtill art new; perpetual Spring 
| Isin thy arms; the ripen'd fruit bur falls, 
[ And bloſſoms riſe to hill its empty place; 
And I grow rich by giving, 
Enter Ventidius, and ſtands apart. 
Alex, O, now the danger's paſt, your General cone, 
He joyns not in your joys, nor minds your Triumphs , 
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But, with contraRted brows, looks frowning on, 
As envying your Succels, 


Ant. Now, on my Soul, he loves me ; truly loves we 


He never flatter'd me in any vice, 

But awes mt with his virtue: ev?a this minute 
Methinks he bas a right oF chiding me. 

Lead to the Femple : Ill avoid his preſence ; 
It checks too ſtrong upon me, 


[ Exeunt the reſt. 


Ar Antony is going, Ventidius pull: him by the Robe. * * 


Ven, Emperor. ©: 


Ant, look;T *Tis the old argumeng z I pr'ythee ſpare me, 


ing back, 5. Ved; Bur thiis one hearing, Emperor, * 
__T_EERTSCTT..C7E--- 
My Robe; or, by my Father Hercules — G 
Ven, By Hercnles his Father, that's yet greater, 
E bring you ſomewhat you would with to know. 
Ant: Thou ſce'ft we ate obſery'd; attend me here, 
And I'll return, © © | Footy WT, 
Ve#. Tm waining in his fayour, yet 1 love hith; 
I love this Man, who'ruds to rteet his ruin; 
And, ſure the Gods; like me, are fond of him : 
His Virtues Ilye ſo mingled with his Crimes, 
As would confound their choice to' punilh'one, 
And not reward the other. Pres: 


Enter Antony, 
Aut. We can conquer, *' © * 
You ſee, without your aid. 
We hare diſlodg'd their Troops, 
They look on us at diltance,. and, like Curs 
Scap'd from the Lions paws, they day. far off, 
Aod lick their wounds, and faintly threaten' War.. 
Five thouſand Romans with. their faces upward, 
Lye breathleſs .on the Plain. pe deb 
Ven. *T'is well: and be 
Vhvu toft *em, could have ſpar*d Ten thouſacd more 
Yet if, by this advantage, you could gain 
An eaſier Peace, while Ceſar doubts 'the Chance 
Of Arms l— — gee | 
Ant, O think not ont, Ventidius ; 
The Bvy puiſies my ruin, he !] no peace : 
His malice is conſiderate in advantage z. 
©, he's the cooleſt Murderer,.ſo ſtanch, 
Hz kills, and keeps his temper, 
VYex, Rave you no friend 
In all kis Army, who has power to move him, 
Zecencs, or Aprippa might do much. 
Ant. They're both too deep in Cefar's intereſts. 
We'!l work it. out by-Qnt'of. Sword, of periſh;. © 


% 


Ven. Fain would find ſome other. 
Ame. Thank thy love. Fr 
Some four or five ſuch Vitories 45 this, 
Will fave thy farther pains  , 
Ven. Expett no more ; C#fzr is-on his Guard: 
I know, Sir, you have conquer'd againſt odds; .. 
But ſtitl you draw Supplies'ffom one poor Town, 
And of ant :. He has a) the World, 
And, at his pack, Nations cone ponring in, | 
To fil the gaps you make. Pray think again. 


Ant. Why doſt thou drive me from my ſelf, to ſearch 


For Foreign aids? to hunt my memory, _ 
And range all o'er a waſt and'barren place 


To-find a Friend ? The wrerched have ng Friends —— 


Yet I had one, the braveſt Youth of Rome, _ 
Whom Caſar loves beyond the Love of Women; 
He could reſolve his mind, as Fire does Wax, 
From that hard rugged Image,* melt hin down, 
And mould him in what ſofter form he pews'd. | 
Ven. Him would I ſee; that Man of all the world : 
Juſt ſuch a one we want. 
Ant. He loy'd me too. ad 
1 was his Soul; he liv'd not but in me: 
We were fo clos'd within each others Breaſts, 
The Rivets were not found that join'd us firſt, 
That does not reach us yet : we were fo mixt, 
As meeting Stceams, both to our felyes were loſt ; 
We were one Maſs ; we could not give or take, 
But from the ſame 3, for he was [, I he. 
Ven. aſide, He moves as | would wiſh him. 
Ant, After this, 
I need not tell his Name: *cwas D:U:b-0.,, 
Ven, Hes now in Ceſar's Camp. 
Ant. No matter where, 
Since he's no longer mine. He took unkindly 
That | forbad him Cleoparrs's ſight ; 
Becauſe I fear*d he lov'd her : he confels'd 
He had a warmth, which, for my fake, he ſtifled ; 
For *twere impoſlible that two, ſo one, 
Should not have loy*d tne ſame, When he departed, 
He took no leave; and that confirm®d my thoughts. 
Ven. It argues that he lov'd you more than her, 
Flſe he had ſtaid; bur he perceiy*d you je2lons, 


: 
' 


And wouly not grieve his Friend: 1know he lcye yor. 


Ant, I ſhould bave ſeen him then ere now, 
Vn. Perhaps 
He has thus long been lab'ring for your Tea e. 
Foy t 2 
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Ant, Would he were here. | FT, 

Ven. Would, you believe he loy'd you 2 _-_ 
1 read your Anſwer in your Eyes; you would, TOW! 
Not to conceal it longer, he has ſent 


A-Meſlenger from Ceſar's Camp, with Letters. - 
Ant, Let him appear. ' - 


Ven. PI bring him inſtantly. 


: 
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Exit Ventidius, and; Re-entirs' 
| immediately. with Dollabella. 
Ant. *'Tis be himſelf, himſelf, by holy Friendſhip! .- [Runs to 
Art thourreturn'd at laſt, my better half? *.. embrace bim.- 
Come, give me all my. ſelf, SEnit | 
Let me not live, | | o f14) 
If the young Bridegroom, Ionging for his Night, .. 
Was ever halt ſo fond, , _ Goru 
 D{llz. 1 muſt beſilent ; for my Soul is. buſie 
About a noble Work: ſhe's new come home,. . 
Like a long abſent Man, and wangers o'er - 
Each Room, a Stranger to her own, ta 10 . 
If all be ſafe. By 
Ant. Thou haſt what's left of mo: . -. 
For lam now fo ſunk from {hat was, ' 
Thou fiad'ſt me at my loweſt Water. mark. Ty 
T he Rivers that ran in, and raisd my Fortunes, 
Are all dry'd up, or take another. courſe: . 
What I have left is from my native Spring; . 
7'ye ſtil) a Heart that ſwells, in (corn of Fate. 
And lifts me to my Banks, 
Del. Sc] you are Lord of all the World tome. - 
Ant. Why, then I yet am fo; for thou artall, 
if 1 bad any Joy when thou wert abſent, 
I grude'd it ro my (elf ; methought I robb'd 
Thee of thy part. - But, Oh my Dolabella! . 
Thou baſt bcheld me other than I aw, 
Haſt thou not ſeen my morning Chambers h1Pd 
With Sc-pter*d Slaves, who waited to ſalute me: - 
With Eaſtcrn: Monarchs, who forgot the Sun, _ 
To 7.orihip my upriſing? Menial. Kings 
Ran cou: ſing up and down my-Palace-yard, . 
Sceol fent in my Preſence, watch*d my Eyes, -. 
Aud, at.my leaſt Command, .all ſtatted out . 
Like Racers to the Gaol. 
Dollz. Slaves to your Fortune. 
Axt.-Fortune is Ceſar's now; and what am. I? 
Ven, What you have made your (elf; I will not flatter, 
Ant. Is this friendly dofie ? 
Dals, Yes, when his end is ſo, I muſt join with him, , 
ladeed. Lmuſt,:and yet .you muſt not chide:. . 
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Why amI elſe your Friend? | 
Ant, Take heed, young Mz”, | 

How thou upbraid*ſt my Love: The Queen has Eyes, 

And thou too haſt a Soul. Canſt thou remember 

When, ſwell'd with hatred, thou beheld*ſt her firſt © 

As Acceſſary to thy Brothers Death ? | 
Dolla. Spare my Remembrance; *twasa guilty day, 

And ſtill the bluih hangs here, 

Ant. To clear her ſelf, | 
For ſending him no Aid, ſhe came from Egype: 

Her Gally dowa the Silyer Cyd#2s row'd, 

The Tackling Silk, rhe Streamers wav*d with Gold, 

The gentle Winds were :lodg'd in Purple Sails : 

Her Nymphs, like Ncreids, round her Couch, were plac'd;? - 

Where ſhe, another Sea- born Venas, lay. - LA 
Do/la, No more: I would not hear it, | 
Ant. O, you muſt! 

She lay, and leant her Cheek uponher Hand, - - 4 

And caſt a Look ſo languiſhingly ſweet, 

AS if, ſecure of all Beholders Hearts, 

NegleCting ſhe could cake fem; Boys,likeCxpids, 

Stood fanning, with their painted Wings, the Winds' + 

That plaid about her Face : But if ſhe ſmiPPd, 

A darting Glory {:em'd to blaze abroad: 

That Mens deſiring Eyes were never weary*d 

But hung upon the+ObjeCt : To ſoft Flutes 

The Silver Oars kept Time; and while they plaid, 

The Hearing gave oew Pleaſure to the Sight - 

And both to Tho!ght : *twas Heavi®n or ſomewhat more ; + 

For ſhe ſocharm*d all Hearts, that gazing Crowds 

Stood panting on the ſhore, and wanted Breath 

To give their welcome Voice. o 

Then, De#ab:llz, wiere was then thy Soul >" 

Was not thy Fury quite diſarm*d with Wonder ? 

D:dſt thoz not ſkriak behind me from thoſe Eyes, * 

Avd whiſpsr in my Ears? Oh, tel] her not- 

That I accus*d her wi.h my Brothers Death! 

Dolls And ſhuuld my Weakneſs be a Plea fer yours # * 
Mine was an Ae when Love might be excus*d, | 
When kindly warioth, and when my ſpringing youth- * 
Made it a Debt to Nature, Yours —_ 

Ven, Speak boldly, 

Yours, he would {ay; in your-declining Ape, ' 

When co more heat was left but what you forc*d, * 

Whea all the Sap was needful for the Trunk, 

When it went down, then you conſtrain*d che Courſs, - 

- And cobb'd from Nature, to ſupply Defire; 
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30. All for LOVE; Oh, 
In you {I'wonRd not uſe ſo harſh a Word) 
Buc ,tis plata Do:age. 
Ant. Ha! 
Dolla *T was urpg<d too home, 
But yet the loſs was private-that-I made ; 
©T was but my ſelf 1 loſt : 1 loſt no Legions ; 
| Thad no World toloſe, no Peaples Love, 
Ant, This from a Friend ? 
Della. Yes, Anthony, a true one , 
A Friend ſotencrr, that each Word peak 
Stabs my own Heart, befocc it reachyour Ear. 
O, judge me not leſs kind bccaulct chide ; 
To Ceſar | excuſe you. 
Ant O ye Gods! 
Have | then liv<d ro be excus'd to Ceſar ? 
Dolls, As to your Equal: | 
While I wear this, he never ſhall be more, 

Dolls 1 bring Conditions from” him: 

Ant. Are they Noble ? 

Methinks thou ſhouldſt not bring <em elſe; yet he 
15 ſull of deep diſſembling; knows no Honour, 
Divided from his [nt*reft. Fate miſtook him ; 
For Nature meant him for an Uſurer; 

He*s fit indeed co buy, not conquer Kingdoms, 

Ven. Then,granting this, | 
What Pow*r was theirs who wrought ſo hard a Temper 
To hononrable Terms! 

Ant. It was my Dollabella, or ſome God, 

- Dolla. Nor 1; nor yet Mecexas, nor Agripps : 
They were your Enemiesz and I a Friend 
Too weak alone ; yet *twasa Romen's Decd. 

Ant. *Twas like a Roman done; ſhow me that Man 
Who has preferv'd my Life, my:Love, my Honour ; 
Let me bur fee his Face, 

Ven. That task is mine, ' 

And, Hea:'n thon know'it how pleaſing, Exit Vent; 

D-lz. You'll remember 
To wiom you ſtand oblig'd ? 

Ant. When | forger it, 

Be thou vnkind, and that's my greateſt curſe, 
My Queen ſhall thank him too. - 

Dola. I fear ſhe will nor. | 

Ant. But ſhe ſhall do't: the Queen, my D\Nabell; ! 
Haſt thou not (till ſome grudgings of thy Fever ? 

Dolls, I would rot ſee her lot. 

Aut. When I ſorlake her, 

Lrcave m2, my be.ter Sta's ; fcr Jie: has truth 
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Beyond her beauty, Caſyr tempted her, 
At no leſs price than Kingdoms, to berray me z 
But ſherefilted alt; and yet thou chia*it me 
For loving her too well. Coyld 1 da (o? 
Dolla. Yes there's my reaſoa. 
Re-enter Ventidius, with Oltavia, leading Antony's 
tme little Daughters. | 
An, Where ? Ofavia there ! (Starting back,) 
Ven. What, is fhe poyſon to you ? a Diſeaſe ? | 
Look on her, yiew her well; and thoſe ihe brings : 
Are they all SErapgers to your eyes ? has Nature 
No ſecret Call, no whiſper they. are yaurs ? 
Dolla. For ſhame, my Lord, if not fot Love, receive *m 
With kinder Eyes. It you confels a, Man, 
Mect'em, embrace *em, bid *em welcometo. you. 
Your Arms ſhould open, ev'n withagut; yaur. kgawledge, 
To claſp %em in ; your Feet ſhould turn to Wings, 
To bear you to *em ; and your Eyes dart out, 
And aim a kiſs ere you could reach the Lips. 
Ant. I food amaz'd to think haw:they. came hither. 
Vent. I ſent for ?em,; I, brovght 'em. in, unknown 
To Cleopatra's Guards. 
Dolla, Yet are you cold ? 
Ov. Thus long I baye attended for: my: welcome ; 
Which, as a Stranger, ſuce..7 might expect, 
Who am 1+ 
An. Ceſar*s Silter, 
OAav. That's uokiod ! 
Had ITbeen nothing more than Ceſar's Silter, 
Know, I had ſtill remgin'd /in-Ceſar's Camp ; 
But you 04avie, your much. injur'd; Wiſes 
Tho' baniſh'd from your Bed, driv'a from your Houſe; 
la ſpight of Czfir's Siſter, ſtill. iyyours.. 
'Tis true, 1 have a heart diſdains your Coldnes, 
And prompts me not to ſeek.what you ſhould offer ; 
Buc a Wife's Virtae ſtill ſurmounts thar Pride : 


I come to claim you as. my own; to ſhow, 

My Doty firſt, ro-ask, nay beg, your kindaeſs : : 

Your hand, my Lord; 'tis mine, and Hyill hay@ir, [T hing* 
Ven. Do, take it, thou deſery*ſt,it,/ b 5 haud, 
Dolls. On my Soul, ; 


And fo ſhe does: ſhe's neither too. ſubmiſſiye, 
Nor yet too haughty ; but ſo juſt a mean, 
Shows, as it ought, a Wife and Roman 00. 
Ant. | ear, Otavia, you have begg'd my Life, 
Ofav. Begg'd it, my Lord 7 
Ant. Yes, begg'd it, my. Ambaſladrels, 


Poll; 
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Foorly and bafely begg'd it of your Brother._ 

O&av, Poorly and baſely I conld never beg ; 

Nor could my Brother grant. . 

Ant. Shall I, who, ro my kneeling Slave, conld ſay, 
Riſe up, and be a King; ſhall I fall down | 
And cry, Forgive me, Ceſar ? ſhall I fet © 
A Man, my Equal; -in the'place of Fove, 

As he could give me being3' No; that word, 

\Forgive, would choak we up, 

And die upon my Tongue, 

Dullz. You ſhall not need it, 

Ant. 1 will not need-it.-* Come, - you've all betray'd me : 
' My Friend too! To receive ſome vile Conditions, - 
My Wife has bovght me, with her Prayers and Tears 
And now Imuſt become her branded Slaye : 
In every peeviſh Mood ſhe will opbraid 
The Life ſhe gave : if I but look awry, 

'She cries, Pl tell my Brother. 

Oftv., My hard Fortune 
Subj<As me ſtill to your unkind miſtakes. 

- Bue the Conditions 1 have brought are ſuch 
You need not bluſh to take : I love your Honour, 
Becavle *tis mine; it never ſhall be ſaid 
Ofaviz's Husband was her Brothers Slave. 

. Sir, you are Free z Free, evn from her you loath ; 
For, tho? my Brother bargains for your Love, 
Makes me the Price and Cement of your Peace, 

] have a Soul like yoursz I cannot take 
Your Love as Alms, nor beg what 1 deſerve. 
PII tell my Brother we are reconciPd n 

He ſhal} draw back his Troops, and you ſhall march 
To rule the Eaft : I may be dropt at Athens; 

No matter where, 1-never will complain, 

Bnt only keep the barren Name of Wife, 
And rid you of the trouble. 

Ven, Was ever ſuch a ſtrife of ſullen Honour 1 ' 
Both ſcorn'd to be oblig'd. 

Dol, Oh, ſhe has tovcht him in the tender'ſt part ; 
S-e how he reddens with deſpight and ſhame 
1.9 be out-done in Generoſity ! 

Ven, See how he winks! how he dries up a Tear, 
That fain would fall ! 

Aut, Oftavia, | have heard yon, and muſt praiſe 
The greatneſs of your Soul; 

But canno:: yield to what you have propog'd : 
For Fczn ne*er be conquer'd but by Love; 
Ad you co all for Duty. You woyld free me, 


7 
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And 
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And would bedroge nt Abensgiect not lo? [ bs 3 

Ottav. It was, my Lord. 7. ne 

Ant. Then 1 muſt be oblig'd 
To one who Loves me got, who, to'her ſelf, 
May call me thankleſs and ungrateful _ 
Tl not endure it, no. 2 

Ven. Pm glad it pinches tliere. © +1: 

Oaav. Would you triumph o'er poor Ofavie's Virtue ? 
That Pride was all I had to bear me up; | 
That you might think' you ow?'d me for your Life, 
And ow?'d it to my Duty, not my Love. 
I have been ipjar'd, and my m— Soul 
Could brook but ill the Man who flights my Bed. 

Ant. Therefore you Love me not, : . 

Oaav. Therefore, my Lord, 
I ſhould not loye you. 

Ant. Therefore you wou'd leave me? 

Ofav, And therefore I ſhould leave you —— if [ could. 

Dolla. Her SouPs too great, after ſuch injuries, 
To ſay ſhe Loves ; and yet ſhe lets you ſee it. 
Her modeſty and filence plead; her Cauſe. 

Ant.,Qh,; Dolabells, which way ſhall I turn? 
L6ad. a.ſexret yielding in my Soul; 1: \; + + 
But Cleopatra, who would die with me, 
Mult ſhe be left? Pity pleads for Oftavie; 
But; does it not plead more for Cleopatre Bp 

Ven. Juſtice: 38d Pay; bath. plead we Oftavis ; 
For Cleopatra, Neither, 
One.would be ruin'd with you; but ſhe firſt | 
Had ruin'd you: the other, you haveruin'd, | Wt 
And yet ſhe would preſerve your" 7,17) 
Inevery thing their Merits are unequal, 

Amt. Oh, my diſtratted Soul ! 

Otev. Sweet Heav*®n compoſe it. : | 
Come, come, my Lard,”if 1 can pardon you, 
Methinks you ſhould accept it, Look cothels; 
Are they not yours ? Or ſtand they thus: neghefted 
As they are mine ?,Go to him, Children, 0 
Kneel to him, take him by the hand, Grokoe him ; 
For you may i peak, and he may own you too, 
Without a Bluſh ; and ſo he cannat all . 
His Children : 20, I ſay, and pul hint co me, 
And pull him to your ſelves, from that bad Woman: 
You, Agrippina, hang upon his Arms; 
And' you, 4ntonia, claſp about his Waſte : 
If he will ſhake you off, if he will daſh you 


Agua | the Payement, you muſt bear it, — — 
For 
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For you are mine, and I way born to ſuffer. - { Here the Childron 
Ven, Was ever ſight ſo moving ! Emperor! J go to bim, &c. 
Dolla. Friend ! 


Oftev. HuSband ! 

Both Childr, Father ! 

Ant. I am vanquiſh'd : take me, ; 
Ofiavia; take me, Children ; thare me all. (Embracing them.) 
Pye been a thrifcleſs Debtor to your Loves, P: 


And run out much, in Riot, from your Stock ; 
But all ſhall be amended. 


Ofiav. O bleſt hour ! | 

Dolla. O happy Change! 

Ven, My joy itops at-my tongne; A 2 | 9 
But it has found two Channels here for one, -- 
And Bubbles out above, 


Am. to Olav. This is thy Triumph; lead me - when then wilt; 
Ey*n to thy Brothers Camp. 

Otiav. All there are yours. 

Enter Alexas baftily. © 

Alex, The Queen, my Miſtreſs, Sir, and yours — bu 

Ant. *Tis palt. OGavia, you ſhall ſtay this night; To morrow; 
Ceſarand we are one, _. '[Ex. hoy .Oavin, Dol, 

Ven. There's News for you ; ; run, 


INTL TK 

My officious Eunuch, > 1:*:16 
Be ſureto be the firſt , haſte forward : G - $191 > 91 
Haſte, my dear Eunuch, haſte, : SY 
Alex. This downright fighting Fool, hitch Her {1 C 
This bloat unthinking Inſtrument of Death, ” ” 7 aq \ 201 


With, plain dull Virtue, has out-gone wy Wie » ohh 
Pleaſure forſook my early'ſt Infa | 

The Luxury of othersrobb'> my Cradle, (vs 

And raviſh'd thence the Promiſe of a Man ; 

Caſt out from Nature, diſinherited 

Of what her _— Children claim by kind ; th 
Yet, Greatneſs kept me from Cont that's gone: 
Had Cleopatrs follow'd my advice, _” 

Then he had been betra — who- now forſakes. 
She dies for love ; but ſhe has known its joys : 


Gods, is this juſt, that I, who knows no joys, 
Muſt die, becauſe ſhe loves? | 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Tres, Trein. 
Oh, Madam, I haye ſeen what blaſts my Eyes! 
-Oftaviss here! ': 
Cleop, Peace with that Raven's note. 
Iknow ittoo; and now am in 
The Pangs-of Death. 


Alex. You are no meze a Queen ;. 


TEgzey is loſt, Cleep: 


a. 
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Cleop. What tell'ſt thou me” of 'Fgype ? 
. My Life, my Soul is loſt ! Of&avis has him ! 
O fatal Name to Clepatrs*s love! 
My kiſſes, my embraces now are hers; 
While I—— But thou haſt ſeen my Riyal ; ſpeak, 
Does ſhedeſerve this Bleſſing? ls ſhe fair, 
Bright as a eG? and is all perfetion 
Confin*d to her ? It is. * Poor 1 was made. 
Of that courſe matter which, when ſhe was finiſh'd, 
The Gods threw by, for cubbiſh, 
Alex. She's indeed a very Miracle; 
Cleop, Death to my hopes, a Miracle ! __ 
Alex. bowing. A Miracle; er pe rag 
I mean of Goodneſs ; for in Beauty, Madam, n 
You make all Wonders ceaſe, | | | 
_— yr : | 
Take this in part of recompence. But, O Giving 8 King. 
I fear thou flatter*lt me. he ws Gig 6 Bb 
Char. She comes! ſhe's here ! 


Tras. Flie, Madam, a Siſter ! 


Cleop. Were ſhe the'Siſtet of the Thund'rer ove, 
And bes her Brottier*s Lighrning in her Eyes, 7 
Thus would I face my Rival, - _ [Meets Oftav. with ventid. 
IT. V. bzars. up to ber, Their Trains 
| come wp on either ſide. 
Olav, I need not ask if you ate Cleopatra, 
Your haughty Carriage—— En 
Cleop. Shows 1 am a We. 4 
Nor need I ask you who you are. , 
Oftav, A Roman : EC k 
A Name that makes, and can unmake a Queen. , 
Cleop. Your Lord, the Man who ſerves me, is a Roman. 
Oliev. He was a Koman, till he loſt that Name 
To be aSlave in Egypt; hut Icome | 
To free him thence, yy 
Cleop. Peace, peace, my Lover's Juno. 
When he gen, weary of that Houſhald-Clog, 
He choſe my ealier Bonds; 
Ofav. I wonder not 
Your Bonds are eaſie ; yau have long been prattis'd 
In that laſcivious Art : he's zot the firſt _ 
For whom you ſpread vo Ries, let Ceſar witnels, 
Cleop, 1lov'd not Ceſar; "twas but gratitude 
I paid kis Love: the og po Malice can, 
Is but to ſay the greateſt of Mankind 
Has been my Slaye, The next, but ia aboye him, 
3.296 ne: &*, vp 3 
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In my Eſteem, is he whom Law calls yours, 
But whom his Love made mine. \ 1 
OF. coming wp cloſe to ber, 1 would view nearer 
That Face, which has fo long uſurp'd my right, 
To find th? inevitable Charms, that catch __ 
Mankind fo ſure, that ruin*'d my dear Lord. 
Cleop, O, you do well to ſearch; for had you knowa 
But half theſe Charms, you had not loſt his heart. 
Ofav. Far be their knowledge from a Romas Lady, 
Far from a modeſt Wife, Shame of our Sex, 
Doſt thou not Bluſh, to own thoſe black Endearments 
That make ſin pleaſing? A $a 
Cleop. You may Bluſh, who want em: 44 
if bounteous Nature, if indulgent Heay*a , © 
Have giv*n me Charms to pleaſe the braveſt Man; 
Should 1 not thank *em? ſhould I be aſham'd, 
And not be Proud? I am, that he has loy'd me ;z 
And, when I love not him, Heav*a change this Face 
For one like that. | 
Odav, Thou lov?ſt him not ſo well. k 
Cleop. I Love him better, and deſerve him more. 
OAav, You do not ; cannot : you have been his ruige, 
Woro made him cheap at Rome, but Cleopatra? 
Who. made him ſcorn*d abroad, but Cleopairs ? 
At Afinm, who betray'd him? Cleopatre, 
Who made his Children Orphans ? and poor me 
A wretched Widow ? only Cleopatra ? 
Cleop. Yet ſhe who loves him beſt is Cleopatre. 
If you have ſuffer*d, Ihave ſuffer'd more, | 
You bear the ſpecious Title of a Wife, 
To Bild your Cauſe, and draw the pitying World 
To favour it : the World contemns _ me ; 
For | have loſt my Honour, Ioſt my Fame, 
And ſtain'd the Glory of my Royal Houſe 
And all to bear the branded Name of Miſtreſs, 
There wants but Life, and that too I would loſe 
For him 1 love. 
Ofav. Bet ſo then; take thy With, Exit cum ſuis. 
Cleop. And *tis my Wiſh, j 4 
Now he is loſt for whom alone I liy'd. ; 
My ſight grows dim, and-every Object dances, _ | 
And ſwims _—_ me, in the _—_— Dank, | 
My Spirits, while they were oppov'd, kept up ;.. 
They could not fink beneath'a Rivals ſtorm = 
But now ſhe's gone they faint. 
Akx, Mine have had leiſure 
To xecolle& their Strength, and furniſh Counſet, 
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To ruine her ; who elſe muſt ruine you, 
. Vain Promiſer! 

Lead me, my Charmiow ; nay, your hand too, Traz : 
My Grief has weight enough to ſink no both, 
Condutt me to ſome CT | 
And draw the Curtains 
Then leaye me to my ſelf, to take alone 
My fill efs-Grief : / 

There-I till Death mill his unkindnefs weep : 

As harmleſs Infants moan themſelyes aſleep. Exennt, 


. area; Dollabella, 


Dolls. WW wank Arete pr wtpan's = me ? 


"An. 1 cannot, 
I could pull out a5 Eg; and bidit-go, t op 
And tother ſhould not weep, «* Oh, Dullaelt, 
How-many Deaths are in this word & 
I dare not truſt my tongue t6*telt her Fay hh 
One Look of hers, odd hi meinto Tears, 
And I ſhould melt till I were loſt agen. 
Dolls. Then let Ventidins ;, 
He's rough _ S__ t | 
Ant. Oh, hell ſpeak too harſhly ; 
Hell kill her with W News ; Thon, only thou. 
Dolla. Nature has caſt me* in" ſoft a Mould; 
That but to hear a Kory fign'd und rges 
Of ſome ſad Lovers Dealt; ty Eyes, 
Aud xobs me of my Manhood. —1 ſhou +5 
$o faintly z with ſuch fear to grieve her 
She'd not believe it earneſt. 
Ant, Therefore ; therefore 
Thou only, thou art fit: think thy ſelf me, 
And when thou ſpeak*ſt (bur let it firlt be long) 
Take off the edge from every Sharper ſound, 
And let our parting be as gently made 
As other Loves begin : wilt thou do this? 
Dolla. What you have faid, fo finks into my Soul, | 
That, if 1 muſt ſpeak, I hall "ſpeak jult ſo... 


_——_—_— 
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Ant. 1 leave you then to your ſad task :"Farewel;:'' 


I ſent her word to meet you, | (Geer to the —_ ond damrbec;) ; 
] forgot; | - 

Let her be told, FI make her peace an. Toa % egfi 13174) iy 
Her Crown and Dignity ſhall be:prefery'd;. '-- 0!) 07 9m + Lag . 
If I have pow'r with Ceſar. O, be {hve ©: 2 WRIUD 45 4... ba? 
To think on that, 92's 2582 01 ,;l3} (As 0977Y 


Dolla, Fear not, [ will —_—_— = 


Ame. And tell her, too, how q ts | ber 
I did not this, but with extreamelt force : 
Dcſire her not to hate my Memory, 


nf dv 


For I ſtill cheriſh hers; Toft on That, CO — 
Dols, Truſt me, ll not Le. 2 It. 
Ant. Then that's all. Ches * and returns again.) 
Wilt thou forgive my fondheb his cles "more 7” 


Tell her, tho' we ſhall never meet again, 

If 1 ſhould hear ſhe took anothe OG 

The News _—_ break Rn ow k muft go; 

For every tane-lha EY ' 

My Soul Hao tende et4,90d [29d wy Rex; Command... os "op '\ Al IINTG 

Would be to bid her ſtay, OMG 62 | Eat. 
Dolls. Mcn are but Children of a larger:growth, x 7. -..2 11 1+ 1 

Our Appetites as apt to FOR, bond 2eel3o's #16 

And full as craving too, aud gt ppg nie Fontan 

And yet the Soul, ſhut up in cr | = 03 yo Nt; wants 

Viewiug ſo clear abroad es nothi bio. jp {ae too.l 2:3 

But, like a Mole in Earth, fe god i; 51922 biron ! Lap 

Works all her folly up, and caſt t oueward....... nol mot (F_ 

To the Worlds open view : thus I _—_— FOYER 

And bland the Love of ruin*d Antony; og Rad 9 


Yet w.ih that I were he, ro. be {0 ruig'd: : A orfs ; WI f On; | ji * 
Enter V« hs (CT 

Ven. Alone? and Talking to. himfelf 2. TYING — 2s 
Perhaps my Gueſs is right ;, he lov?'s <7 Ar] 22510l ba pot: i 
And way purſue it ſtill. I—þ xooflugM v* 7 vs am ado: das 

Dolla. O Friendſhip! ef 04,163) fa. xiv; vie os 
Ill canſt thou anſwer this; a Realon, 1 worſe: 8 ns a 
Unfaithful in th' Attempt ; hopeleſs to P3: " as 
And, if I win, undone : mere magocſ ts 


% Fi * , iy 
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And yet th occaſion's fair, - gre th mat th 

To him, to wear the Robe Gage Sant 24; floods? 

Vex. None, none at af. mk. _ 50 hah 

To ruine her yet more with A_— had 29v0.: 121/10 of 
Enter Cleopatra, talking, pi Alexa, hari, STR 


Iras on the 
- Dolla; She comes! What Charms have ſorrow on that Face ! 
S-rcow ſeems pleas'd to dwell with ſo much ſweetneſs; Vet, 


— 
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Yet, now and then, a Melancholy ſmile 
Breaks looſe, like Lightnipg,-4d & Winter's night, 


And ſhows a moments day. '' 
Ves. If ſhe ſhould love 'him too !. Her Eunnch there ! 


That Porepiſce bodes ill weather; Draw, draw nearer, 
Sweet Devil, that 1 may hear, 
Alex. Believe me; try [ Dollabella goes ever to Charmicn 


and Iras ; ſeems to talk with them, 
To make him jealous; jealouſie is like © "y 
A poliſht Glaſs held to the lips when Life's in-doubt : 
If there be Breath, *cwill catch the damp and ſho it, 
Cleop, 1 grant you Jealouftc*s a Proof of Love, 
But *tis a weak and unavailing Med*cine ; 
It puts out the Diſeaſe, and makes it ſhow, 
But has no pow'r to cure. 
Alex. *Tis your laſt Remedy, and ſtrongeſt too : 
And then this Dollabela, who fo fit 
To mm on? He's handſome, valiant, young, 
And looks as he were laid for Nature's bait 
To catch weak Wornens Eyes, - 
He ſtands already more than half faſpetted 
Of loving you : the leaſt kind word, or glance, 
You give this Youth, will kindle him with Love - 
Then, like a burning Veſſel ſet adrift, 
Yow'll ſend him down amain before the Wind, 
To fire the Heart of jealous Antony, 
Cleop., Can I dothis? Ah no;'my Love's ſo true, 
That I can neither hide it where it is, 
Nor ſhow it where it is not, Nature meant me 
A Wife, afilly harmleſs houſhold Dove, 
Fond without Art ;' and kind without Deceit ; 
But Fortune, that has made a Miſtreſs of me, 
Haſt thruſt me out to the wide World, uafurniſh'd 
Of falſhood to be happy. '- - 
Alex. Force your elf. 
Th event wil be, your Lover will return 
Doubly deſirous to' poſſeſs the good > 
Which once he fear'd-to loſe, 
_ I muſt Attempt it; - 
But Oh with what regret! Exit. Alex. (She comes up+ to Dollabella,) 
Ven, So, 2 _ Scene _ near am in my reach, 
Cleop. to Dol. Diſcourſing wi omen! Might not 3: 
Share your Entertaifiment ? wy rs 
Char. You have been 64" 
The Subject of it, Madam. . 
Cleop. How; and how? 
legs, Such praiſes of your Beauty! 
A P Cleop. 
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Cleop. Mere Poetry. | ; 7704 ©. i9V.- 
Your Roman Wits, your Gillus and Tibulas, oJil ng! a3) 
Have taught you this {rom Citheris and Delis. | | 

Dolla. Thoſe Rowan Wits have never been in Ee, 
Citheris and Delia elſe bad been unſung; | of «\14 | 
I, who have ſecn——had I been born a Poet, - .-- " > lived 5-559;2; 
Should chuſe a nobler Name. v2 ;*23:575 038 x 

Cleop. You flatter me. 

But, *cis your Nation's vice : all of your Country of of 

Are flatterers, 2ud all falſe. Your Friend's like you. ps 

Pm ſure he ſent you not to ſpeak theſe words, © ods 28 
Dolla, No, Madam yet he ſentme—— {;!; ,: 1 , 
Cleop. Well, he ſent you | I s Z£3v; £25" 3 
Dolls. Of a lels pleaſing Errand. ” yory ” 
Cleop. How leſs pleaſi ng ? | 7 

Leſs to you felf, or me ? bes hot 195; | R 
Dolla. Madam, to both; 

For you muſt mourn, and I muſt grieve to cauſe it. | 
Cleop, You, Chormion, apd-your Fellow, ſtand at diſtance. , 
(Aſide,) Hold up, my E—S now your mournful mater ; g 

For I'm prepar'd, perhaps can Gueſs it too. _ 
Della, 1 wiſh you woukd; for *tis ' a thankleſs/office. - ©1246! If 

To tell ill News : and I, of all your Sex, nv als avie nn 

Moſt fear diſpleaſing you. Jil .:::4 
Clesp. Of all your Sex, bt 4, 

I ſooneſt could forgive you, if you ſhould. ooh ary and nt 
Ven Moſt delicate. advances! Woman ! Woman! :', Eo 

Dear damn's, inconſtant Sex ! | 


Cleop. In the firſt place, : -- tl 3; $30 age} 
] am to be forſaken * t not ſo2,.. [via CM A 
D-lla, 1 wiſh I could not Anſwer to that Queſtion. f nal 
Cleop. Then pals it o%er, becauſe it troubles you : EIPay Gn 
I ſhould have been more griev?d another time. as Dawes bl 
Next, I'm to loſe my Kingdom. _——-Farewel, Egypt 1 an boortfc3 Ic? 
Yet, is there any more ? anos. od 
Dolla. Madam, I fear 17 liw 30575 #T 
Your too deep Senſe of Grief has turn'd your "Reaſon. ab Tech 
Cleop. No, no, I'm not run mad; I can bear: FOroes JF 
And Love may be expelPd by other Love, - -- + %s 


As Poyſons are by Poylons. ds 
Della. — You o*erjoy me, Madam, ; 

To find your Griefs ſo moderately born. 

You've heard the worſt ; all are not falſe, like oh” ve 

Cleop. No ; Heav*a forbid they ſhould. = © 

Della, Some Men are conſtant. 

Cleop, And Conſtancy deſerves Reward, that”s certain. 

' Dolla, Deſerves it got; but give it leave to hope, 
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ſi haſt my leave. ,'Lhay enough : 13,4 
But _—_— nond Wal, Pl Bri Exit, 


Dolls, I came prepar'd,: 
To tell you heavy News; \ News, which 2 dry 


Would fright the © Blood fa Rees bs hear: 
But you have met it with a Che 
That makes my Task more eaſie ; wor my | Tongue, 


Which on anothers M age, FREY d 
Would gladly ſpeak its own. 
- Cleop. Hold, Dollebells. 
Firſt tell me, were-you choſen by my Lord? 

Or ſought you this Employment? 

Dolls, He pick'd me out; aid, as his Boſom-Friend, 
He Charg'd me with his words. 

Cleop. The Meſlage then: .. .- 

I know was tender, and each Accent figooth, 
To mollifte that rugged word Depart. 
Wich fry Oh, you —_— he _ the harſheſt RY 

1 ith contract Brows, . 
He —_— 'd ie In "the ſevereſt ſtamp : | 
And fury ſhook hig Fahrick. like an Earthquake; ; 
He heay'd for Reg and burſt. like bellowing tne, 
In Sounds ſcarce humane,” & Hence, ;away for ever : 
6 Let her be gone, the blot of my renown, 
«4 And bane of all my hopes : FAI the time of this Speech, 

 Cleop. ſeems more and mare concern'd, 
vill ſhe finks quite dorpn. 

< Let her bedriv'a a: far 5s Men cadthink obs 
« From Mans commerce :,She'll poyſon to the Center. 

Cleop, Oh, I can bear no more }-. 1 | 

Dola. Help p, help : Oh Wretch41:,Oh curſed curſed Wretch! 
What have 1 done? 

Char. Help, chafe her Temples, Iroz. 

Irss. Bend, bend her 5 Sa ans 

Char, Heay'a, he praiv'd, 1 T 


Bo comes” agait.” 
Cleop.” Oh, let hiw. riot. apps proach. me. 
Why have you btought me back to this loath'd Beiogy . 


Th' abode of Falſhood , violated Vows, 
And injur'd Love ? For ll let me go; 


For, if there be a place. repoſe, 
I'm ſure 1 want it, free rd; 
Can never break Rokr z. hor awake - ; \:C 


The ſleeping Soul, with ho lowi in-my Tamb 
Such words as fright her "hence, Unkind, unkind. | 

Dolls. kneeling, Believe me, 'tis againſt my felf Lipeck, 
That ſure deſerves Belief, | injur'd _ 
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My 


My Eriend ne*er ſpoke thoſe worts. | Oh, had youſeen —  * 
How often he came back, and every time Art 
With ſomething more obliging and more kind, 

To m — = mr 4 you a Farewels; - 
How almoſt vanqui is Loye he patted, 
And lean'd to what unwillingly heleft*; 
1, Traitor as 1 was, for love of you, + 
(But what can you not do, who' made me falſe !} 
L forg'd that Lye; for whoſe forgiveneſs kneels 
This ſelf-accygd, felf-puniſh'd Criminal, 

Cleop With how much eaſe believe we. what we wiſh! 
Riſe, D./tabella; if you have been Guilty, 
Fhave contributed, and too mach Love 
Has made me Guilty too, | | 
Th' advance of kindoeſs which Imade, was feignd, 
To call back fleeting Love by fralouſic; 
But *twould not laſt, Oh, rather let me loſe 
Than fo ignobly trifle with his heart. 


Dolla.. 1 find your Breaſt fencd.round from humane reach, 
Trauſparent as a Rock of ſolid Chryſtal; - $, 


”s ? 1 
Seen through, but neyer pierc'd. My Friend, 'my Friend! 
What endleſs Treaſure haſt thou thrown ms a 
Aad ſcatter*d, like an Infant, in the Ocean, 


Vain ſums of Wealth which none can gather thence, 
Cleop. Could you not beg 


An hours Admittance to his private Ear ? 
Like one who wanders through-long barren Wilds, 
And yet foreknows no Hoſpitable Inn_ 
Is near to ſuccour Hunger, 
Fats his fill, before his painful March :- 
So would I feed awhile- my famift*d Eyes- 
B fore we part; for I have far to go, 
If Death be far, and never muſt return. | 
Ventidius,- xw+b Oftavia, bebind.” pies 
Ven. From hence-you may diſcover Oh, freet, ſweet! - 
Would you indeed? the pretty hand in Earneſt ? ohes: ber band... 
Dula, 1 will; for:this Reward.—— Draw it not back,. | 
Tis all Ie*er will beg, ; 
Vena, They turn upon us, 
Ofav., What quick Eyes has. Guilt ! 
Ven; Seem not to- have obſery'd 'em, and.go 00; 
They Emer. _ — 
Dolls. Saw you the Emperor, Vemidixs ? Ven. NO. - | ; 
I ſought him z but I heard that he was private, 
Wone with him, but Hipparchus his Freedman. - 
Dolls. Know you his- bus'neſs ?+ 
Fen, Giving him Inftruftions;. 
aud Letters, to-his Brother Czfar, . 
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Dolls, Well, PERILE a 
He muſt be found. wy 'Exeunt Dol. and Cleop. 
| Otlav. Moſt glorions impadence ! 

Ven, She look'd methoughe 
As ſhe would Mis your old Man, Ofavis 
Thank you, I'm here, | 
Well, bat what uſe 
Make we of this Diſcovery? 

Ofav. Let it die, | | 

Ven | pity Dolabells; but ſhe's dangerous : 

Her Eyes have pow'r beyond Theſſalian Charms . 
To draw the Moon from Heav'n; for Eloquence, 

The Sea-green Syrens taught her Voice their flattiry; 

And, while ſhe ſpeaks, Night ſtealsupon the Day, 

Unmark?*d of thoſe that hear : Then ſhe*s ſo charming, 

e buds at ſight of her, and ſivells to youth : 
holy Prieſts gaze on her when ſhe ſmiles; 

And with heay*d hands forgetting Gravity, 

They bleſs her wanton Eyes: Even I who hate her, 
With a malignant joy behold ſuch Beauty ; 

And, whilc 1 Corſe, deſire ic. A#tho 

Muſt needs have ſome'remains of Paſſion-ftill, 
Which may ferment into a worſe Relapſe, 

If now got fully cur*d, 1 know, this minute, 
With C:ſar hes qt, her Peace. 

Ofav You have prevaiPd :— but fer a farther purpoſe. Wal's of. 
Pll prove how he will reliſh this Diſcovery, "i - _ 
What, make a S:rumpet”s peace? it ſwells my Heart : 

It muſt not, ſaa' uot be. © 

Ven, His Guards appear. 

Let me begin, and you ſhall*ſecond me. 


Ant. Oftavia, 1 was looking you, my Love : 
What, are your Letters ready? Lhave giv'a | ; 
My laſt Inſtruftions, _ | Ol $ 

Otay. Mine, my Lord; are written, 

Am, Ventidius ) O 7; 

Ven, My Lord ? 

Ant, A word in private, 

Whea ſaw you Dollabel/a ? 

Ven, Now, my Lord; 1/0 
He parted hence; and Cleopatra with him. 
- Anz. Speak ſofily. *Twas by my Command he went, © 
To bear my laſt farewel, 'y 

Ven. aloud. It look*d indeed 
Like your farewel. 

am. More ſoftly.om— My farewel ? 

H 2 


. [Drawirg bin fide; 


C 
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What ſecret meaning have you in thoſe words 
Of my Farewel? He ditl it by my Order. 
Ves. aloud, Then he obey*d your .Qrdetf, 1 ſuppoſe 
You bid him do ic with all Gentleneſs, 
All kindneſs, and all -love.” 1% 
Ant, How (he mourn'd, 915:1-:533-4 41 
The poor forſaken Creature! 
Ven. She took it as ſhe ought ; ſhe bore mpcoctian 
As ſhe did Ceſar's, as ſhe would anothers, 
Were a new Love to come. 
Ant. aloud. Thou doſt belye her ; 1 
Moſt baſely, and malicioufly belye her. _ 
Ven, | thought nog'ts diſpkaſe)you; I have fone: | 
Ofiav. coming up. You foem —_— Is Lord. 
Ant, A very title, 
Retire, my Love. > | 49; 
Ven, It was indeed 2 trifle, 
He ſent 
.Ant. angrily. No more, - Look how thou. FRB mez. 
Thy Life ſhall anſwer it, 
Ofiav. Then *tisno trifle. 
Ven. to Olav. ?Tis leſs; 3: Avery: tins you too wy it 
As wellas I, and therefore 'tis,no Secret.- 
Ant, She ſaw it ! | 
Ven, Yes: ſhe ſaw young Dollabella—— 
Ant, Young, Dollabella:! 
Ver. Young, I think him young, 


And handſom too; and ; fode others think him, 4d oy , 


But what of that? He went by your Command, 
Indeed ?tis probable, with ſome kind Meſlage 3. 
For ſhe receiy*d it graciouſly ; ſheſmild: 
And then he grew familiar with her Hand, 
veez'd-it, and worry*d it with ravenous Killes:;- 
She bluſh*d, and ſigh'd, and ſmil'd,:and-bluſh'd "20ain ; 'Y 
At laſt ſhe took occaſion to Talk ſoftly, 
And brought her Cheek upcloſe,:and. leay'd on his ; 
Ac which, he whiſpe'*d Kiſſes back on hers ; 


And then ſhe cry'd aloud, That Conſtancy | 


Should. be rewarded. 

Ofav. This I ſaw and heard. 

Ant. What Womam was it, whom uy heard o_ lay. 
So playful with my Friend! , 
Not Cleopatra ?,' | 00309 vic f 25w'T* 

Fen, EvVn ſhe, my Lord!- | - F 

Ant. My Clopatra ? Loohat bf; 

Fen. Your Cleopatra ; R 
Dollabella's Cleopatra #. '$ 
Every Marys Clcopatre.. | l: 
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Ant. Ton vt 
Ven. 1 do &. lye, my Lond 
Is this ſo ſtrange? ſhould Miltceſſes be lefr, : 
And not provide againſt a timeof *Change ? ' 
You know ſhe's not much 18d th, loncly N ights. 
Ant. Vl think no more an'r,. . * - 
I know *tis Fs: dd ſee the Plat” 'betwixt 'y you. 
You needed Few: gone this way, Ofovia,  * 
What harms it you that Cleopatyz's jult ? 
She's mine no more. I ſe; an VERWIS 
Urge it no farther, Love. 
Oav. Are you concern 
That ſhe's found falſe? *' __ 
' Anti. I ſhould be, wereit ſo; - A 
For, tho cis paſt, 1 would not that the Wed 
Should Tax my former Chaice : That” loy'd one 
Of ſolight Note; but | forgive you both, 
Ven, What has my Age deſery?*d, that you ſhould think 
I would abuſe yaur Ears with Perjary — Fu 
If Heay'n be true, ſhe's falſe... | 
Ant. Tho Heay'n andFarth..; 
Should witneſs it, I'll not believe oY tatntha. 
Ven. Ill bring you then a Witneſs _ 
From Hell to prove her ſo, Nay, go not back ; [Seeing Alexas. 
Juſt entring, and ftarting back, 


For ſtay you muſt and ſhall. | 
Alex, What means my Logd 2... 4G 
Ven. Tomake you do what oft you hate; ſpeak truth; 

You are of Cleopatra's' private, ounſel, 

Of her Bed-Counſel, her laſdVighs hours ; 

Are conſcious of each Nightly change. ſhe makes, . 

And watch her, as Chaldeans do the Moon, 

Can tell what Signs ſhe paſſes throngh, what day. 
Alex. My Noble Lord. - 
Ven, My moſt Iiloſtrions Pandar, 

No fine ſer. ech, no Cadenee, to turn'd Periads, 

But a platnhome-ſpun Truth, is what Ll ask; 

I did, ſelf, Parka your Queen make love 

To Dellobels. Speak ; for I will know, | 

wo your Confeſſion, what more, paſt betwixt 'em ; 
w near the rn nap dtaws to your, Employment, . 


And when the happ 
Ant. Speak try uh ters, whether it offend | 
Or pleaſc  emtidit care not : mit f h 
Thy ard Queen from Malice: dare his worſt; | 

Of: 2 6, to day he gives hifi Coutage T1 hoy he fears 
To Ton! falſe '2hd ſhats his Eyes to.truth,. 


£ 


Alex. 'As far as love may plead for Woman's frailty,. . 
. U z*d'by deſert and greatnels of the Lover, , ; 
So tar (D: vine Ofevie |) may my Queen 
Stand ey'r excus'd to you, for lovin 
Who is your Lord : fo far, from braye. Venttdins, | 
May her paſt Aftious hope a fair Report, IR 

Ant, 'Tis well, ho only nem mark, V mntidivis. 

Alex. To you, moſt Noble ror, her it Paſſion 
Stand< not cxcus?d, but wholly jaſtifed. * "4 
Her Beauty*s Charms alone, without her Crown, 
From 1d and Meroedrew the diſtant Vows 
Of ſighing Kings; and at her Feet were laid - 
The Scepters © the Earth, expos'd on heaps, 
To chooſe where ſhe would Rei 
She thought a Roman only deſerye her; 
And, of all Romans, only Anto 
And, to be [:{s than Wife to you, diſdain'd 
Their lawful Paſſion. 

Ant. 'Tis but Truth, . 

Alex, Ard yet, tho' Love, and your nnmatch'd Deſert, 
Havedrawn her from the due re Fn” Eres of Honor, | 
Atlaſt, Heay'n open'd her ynwillin i 
To ſee the wrongs ſhe offer*d-fair Lorie, 

Whoſe holy Bed ſhe lawfully uſurpt, 
The ſad Effects of this improſperous War, 
Confirm'd thoſe pious Thoughts. 

Ven, aſide. O, wheel you there ? | 
Obſerve him now ; the Man begins to mend, © 
And Talk ſubſtantial Reaſon, Fear not, Eutuch, 

The Emperor has giv?n thee leave to 

Alex, Elſe had Incyer dar'd t' offend his Fars 
With what the laſt neceflity has urg'd 
On my forſaken Miſtreſs ; yet I maſt not | 
Preſume to ſay her Heart is wholly altet%d. | 

Ant, No, dare notfor thy Life, I Caarge thee dare not, © 
Pronounce that fatal word.. 


' 


O&ar. afide. Muſt Ibear this? good Heav'",afford me belies 


Ven, On, ſweet Eunuch ;. my dear ball Man roceed. 

Alex Yet Delabells wal 
Has lov'd her long, he, pext my God- like Lord, 
Delerves her beſt ; and ſhould ſhe meet: his Paſſion, 
'Rejeted, as ſhe is, by him ſhe lovl——_ , 

Ant, Hence, from my ſights for "6h ng bear no moſes; 
Let Furies drag thee quick to Hell; torturing harg. 
Do thou employ, till þe atra comes, | i 
Then joyn thou too, .and delp to torture and 


« 


All for. O V E; @, 4 
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OGev. *Tis not well, 
Indeed, my Lord, 'tis much' viking to me, 
To ſhow this Paſſion, this extreme Concernment 
For an abandon'd , faithleſ Proſtitate, 

Ant, Oflavia,. leare me :- | am much diforder'd; 


Leave me, I fay.,' 

Ottav. My Lord? * 

Ant. 1 bid you leave ne; - 

Ven. Obey. him, Madam : | belfwithdran a lie,” 
And ſee how this will work. 

Odlav. Wherein have I offended you, myLocd, . 
That Iam bid to leave you ? Am I: falfe, 
Or infamous? Am I aClropatrs'? | 
Were. | ſhe,. 
Baſe as ſhe is, you would not bid me Jaave you; 
But hang upon my Neck, take flight Excules, 
And fawn upon my Falſhood.. 

Ant. 'Tis too much, 
Too much, O&avis ; I'am preſt with Sorrows - 
Too heavy to be born; and yon add- more : y 
I would retire, and recolle&t what's left 
Of Man within, te aid me, 
MG. 0 OR 

private, for your Love, ray'd you3 -- 
You did but half return to me: your Kid 
Lingerd behind with her. [hear, my Lord, 
-You- make Conditions for her, 
And would include her Treaty. Wondrous FRY 
Of Love to me! 

Am, Are you my Friend, Ventidias ? - 
Or are you tura*d-a Dolabels too, 
And let this Fury looſe 7 + 

Ven. Oh, be advisd, 
Sweet Madam, and retire.” 

OJar, Yes, Iwillgo; but never to return; - 
You ſhall no more be haunted with this Fury, - 
My Lord, my Lord, Love witl not always laſt, 
When urg*d with long unkindneſs,” and diſdain ; - 
Take her again whom you perfer to me; - 
She ftays but to be call'd, + Poor cozen'd Man! 
Let a feign%d parting give her back your Heart, 
Which a Feigned Love firſt got; for injurd me, 
Tho my juſt Senſe of wrongs forbid my ſtay, . 
My Duty ſhall be yours. 
Tothe dear Pledges of 'oor former Love, - 
My tenderneſs and care ſhall- be transferr'd, 
And. they hall Cheer, by Turas, my Widon'd Nights: 


ko 


.. 
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So, take my laſt farewel; for I deſpair es | T_- 
To have you whole, and ſcora to take you. half, . Tot Exit; 
Ven. I combat Heavin, which. blaſts. my beſt Dit 
My laſt Attempt mult be to win -her- back ; | 
'But Oh, I fear in vaig. X Exit, 
Ant. Why was 1 fram*d with this plain honeſt eg bd 
Which knows not to diſguiſe its Griefs, and aa = CET 
But bears its workings outward to the Vu Zi oro 
I ſhould bave kept whe; mighty An "Als i, .. FS Ly 
-- forc'd a Smile at Cleopatra's falſhood ;;,,, * 
-OGavia had believd it; ang, had ſtaid.;. 
But 1 am made a ſhallow-fotded $tr 
Seento the Bottom : all my tlearneſs. ſeorn + OY 
Aad all my Faults expos*d! See, wh f Res comes © © CR 
| Eater, Dollabella. ... Re we 
Who has prophantd the Sacred. Name of Friend, of JG 
And worn it into Vileneſs! 
With how ſecure a Brow, and ſpecious Form 


He gilds the ſecret villain! Sure. that Face Fn 
Was mezat for Honeſty ;. but Heav*n mil -match*d it, wa fe" 
And farniſh'd Treaſon out with Natures Ss : re ogy 
To make its work more eaſie. THEY 2 . gy 
Dalla, O, my Friend ! ary EY OO 
Ant. Well, Dolabells, you perform. Meſage?,.. 1 


Dolla. Idid, unwillingly, 
Ant. Unwillingly ; ? | 
Was it ſo hard for you tof bear our pirtdge | 44 


You ſhould have wilktit, ..,.- +.,.,c; tt hens f 
Dolls, Why 2 | 7265 pers ou 
Ant. Becauſe you love me, <- ...-: RS and we. 

And ſhe receiv*d my Meſlage, with: as true,” CE ers hn 30 

With as unfeign*d a Sorrow, as you brought it ? | ot eo hold 
Dolla, She loves you, e ev*n to madneſs. v” " 
Ant, Oh, I knowit, hats bee ned 

You, Dollabella, do not better know | Es LILY at” 4 

How much ſhe loves me. And ſhould 1 ' © ED no nel 

Forſake this Beauty ? This all-perfect Creature 7; Is 10.3-wot 
Della. 1 could not, were ſhe mine, $; 6 ye 


Ant. And yet you firſt 
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Perſwaded me: how come you alter'd ſince ? nat + _ eo 
Della, I faid at firſt 1 was & an fer he POL i Re: 4 _ 
I could not hear her gp 


But Pity mult prevail: SR ONES 
It may again with you; "for Cd ahec 00 | ar "EP ..*7 = 
That ſhe ſhould take her laſt farewel.: and, ſees” > 5 ay arts, 
She comes to claim my word, os aw Sa tatadideg 


r 
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Enter Cleopatca. 
Ant. Falſe Dollabella ! 
Dolls. What's falſe, my Lord ? 
Ant. Why, Dollabellz's falle ; 
And Cleopatra's falſey both falſe and faithke(s. 
Draw near, you well-joyn'd wickedneſs, _yoa Serpents, . 
Whom I have, in my kindly Boſom, warm 
Till I am ſtung to Death, 
Dolla, My Lord, have l 
Delſery'd to be thus ugd?- 
Cleop, Can Heav'n prepare | 
A newer Torment ? Can it find a Curſe 
Beyond ovr Separation? _ 
Am. Yes, if Fats '''# 
Be juſt, much greatet* Heav'n ſhould be ingenious 
In puniſhing ſuch Crimes; ' The rowling Stone, 
And gnawing Vulture, we flight Pains, tovented- 
When Fove was young, and no Examples known 
Of mighty llis 3 but you hare! piper? ſi th. 
To ſuch — ill poſe the Gods' 
To find an equal Torture.” ”Fwo, twoſuch, -  '/ 
Oh there's no farther Name, two ſuch———to me, 
To me, who lock*d my Soul within your' Breaſts; 
Had no Deſires, no Joys, no Life, but you ; | 
When half the Globe was mine, I gave it yon+ _* 
In Dowry with my Heart; Ihad no uſe, fo # | 4 
No fruit of all, but you : a Friend 'atid{ Miſtteſs / ' © 
Was what the World 'conld give.” Oh, Cleoparna! © 
Oh, Dollabella! how could you betra 
This tender.Hea't, which with an Infant-fondneſs 
Lay lulld berwixt your Bofoms, and there Qlept- 
Secuce of injur*d Faith ? ue 
Dolls, If ſhe has wrong'T'you,' 18188 
Heay*n, Hell, and You revenge it. 4b ow ! 
Ant. If ſhe wrong'd me, + 
Thou wouldſt evade thy part of Gyilt; but ſwear - 0 
Thou lov?ſt not her, 
Dolla.. Not ſo as 1 love you: 
Ant, Not fo ! Swear, ſwear, I ſay; thou doſt not-lore here. 
Dolls. No more than Friendſhip will allow... 
Ant. No more? - 6 £4 The 
Friendſhip allows thee nothing thor art perjirid, —— 
And yet thou didſt not ſwear thou lov'dſt her noty 7 
But 1:0: ſo much, nomore, « Oh trifling Hypocrite, _ 
Who dar'ſt not own to her thou doſt not love, - 
Not oivn to-me thou doſt 1! Ventidivs heard ity , 


Ofgvias law it, Y 
_ I | Cleip.-. 
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Cleop, They are Enemies. 

£Zint Alexas Is not 10: he, he confeſt it, 
He, who, next Hell, beſt knew it, he-avow?'d it. 
(To Dol.) Why do 1 ſeek a Prov! bzyoid your ſelf? 
You whom [ ſent to bear my;jalt Faiewel, | 
Reruri'd to plead her ſtay. ,, . | 

Doll/z. What ſhall 1 Aniwer ?. | 
If to have lov*d be guilt, then I have ſinn'd; * 
But if to have repented of that Love : 
Can waſh away my Crime, I have repented, 
Yet, if [ have offended paſt fozgivenc(s, : 
Let not her ſuffer : ſhe is innocent. TY | 

Cleop Ah, what will not a Woman do who loyes1 
What means will ſhe refuſe, to keep that Heart 
Where all her joys are plac'd ! *-Twas leacopragd, 
Twas | blew up-the Fire that ſcorch*d_his Soul, 
To make you jealous; add by that regain you, 
But all in vain, Icould.not Counterfeit: ,. - 
In ſpight of all the Damms, my Love broke o'er, 
And drown'd my Heart again.:. Fate took th? 
And thus one minutes feigning has deſtrgy'd 
My whole Life's truth, i | 

Ant. Thin Cobweb Arts of Falſhood ; - 
Ser n, and broke through at firl, 

D112. Forgive your Viſtrels. . 

Cleop. Forgive you Friend.” .,, 

Ant. You have conviac'd your ſelves, 


C3 
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That you but meant to raiſe my Jealouſie 
Cleop. Our ſelves, and Heav'a. 


Ant. Guilt witneſles for Guilt. Hence, Love and Friendſhip z 


You have no longer place in human Brealts, 
Theſe two have driv'n you. out : avoid my flight ; 
I would not kill the Man whom 1 lov'd; 
And cannot hurt the Woman ; but avoid me, 
I do not know how loag 1 can be'tame; . 
For, if I ſtay one minute more to think 
How Tam wrong'd, my Juſtice and Revenge 
Will cry ſp loud within me, that my Pity 
Will not be heard for cither, " a 
Dolla. Heav*n has but ; 
Our ſorrow for our ſins; and then delights 
To pardon erring Man: ſweet Mgrey Jeems_ 
Its darling Attribute, which limits "ob 
As if there were Deprecsinlakinite 3 
And Infinite would rather want perieCtion 
Than puniſh to extent, 


You plead each others Cauſe + What kr Wa have you, dl OA 
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Ant. I can forgive 
A Foe; but not a Miſtreſs, and a Friend: 
Treaſon is there in its moſt horrid ſhape, 
. Where truſt is greateſt: and the Soul reſign'd 
Is ſtabb'd by its own Guards : Il hear no more ; 
Hence from my ſight for ever, | 
Cleop. How? for ever, 
I cannot go one moment from: your ſight, 
And muſt I go forever. ? ba 
My Joys, my only Joys are center*d here : © = 
What place have Ito go to? my own Kingdom ? 
That I have loſt for you : ar to the Romans 7 
They hate me for your fake: or muſt Iwander 
The wide World o'er, a helpleſs, baniſh'd Woman, 
Baviſh'd for love of you; baniſh*d from you ? 
I, there's the Baniſhment ! Oh hear me ; hear me, 
With ſtricteſt Juſtice: For I beg ao favour : 
And if I have offended you : then kill me, 
But do not baniſh me, | 
Ant. I muſt not hear you, 
I have a Fool within me takes your part ; 
But Honour ſtops my Ears. 
Cleop. For pity hear me! 
Wou*d you caſt off a Slave who follow*d you, 
Who crouch*d beneath your Spurn? He has no pity?, 
See, if he gives one tear to my Departure ; 
One look, one kind farewel: Oh Iron heart! 
Let all the Gods look down, and judge betwixt ns, 
If he did ever love! 
Anth. No more : Alexas ! 
Pola. A perjur*d Villain ! 
Anth; to Cleop. Your Alexas ; yours, 
Cleop, O *twas his Plot : his ruinous Deſign 
7* ingage you in my love by jealouſie, 
; Hear him z confront him with me; let him ſpeak. 
Anth. F have ; Lhave, 
Cheop. And if heclear me not 
Ant, Your Creature! one who hangs upon your Smiles ! 
Watches your Eye to fay or to unſay 7, 
Whate*er you pleaſe! Lam not to be movd, 
Cleop. Then mult we part > Farewel, my cruel Lord; 
Th* appearance is againſt me; and Ego 
Unzuſtifi*d, for'ever trom your ſight, 
How 1 have lov*d, you know; how yet Ilovye, 
My only Comfort is, Fknow my fell "IPL 
I love you more, ev*n now you are unkind, 
Than when you loy'd me molt; ſo oo 
2 
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' Vil never ſtrive againſt it; but die pleas'd 

To think you once were ige. 

 £nt. Good Heav'n, they weep at parting. 

Mult 1 weep too ? that calls *em innocent. 

I muſt not weep; and yet I mult, ro think 

- That I muſt noc torgive ——— 

_. Live; but live wretched, ?cis but j2ſt you ſhou'd, 
Who made me ſo : Live from each others fight; 

Let me nor hear you meet : Set = the Earth, 

And all the Seas, betwixt your (1 yader d Loves : 

View nothing common but the Sun'and Skys: 

Now, all take ſeveral ways ; 
And ezch your own ſad fate with mine deplore ; 
That you were falſe, and could rrult no more, 


 Exeunt ſeyrdl, 


= ed y—_ 


ACTY. = 


Cleopatra, Charmion, Tras, 


Char, E juſter, Heay'n : ſuch Virtue puniſh'd thus, 
Will make us think that Chance roles all above, 

And ſhuffles, with a Random hand, the Lots 
Which Man is forc'd to draw. | 

Cleop. 1 cou'd tear out theſe Eyes, that gain*d his Hcart, 
And had not pow?r to keep it. O the Curſe 
Of doting on, ev'n when 1 find it Dotage ! 
Bear witneſs, Gods, you heard him bid me go ; 
You whom he mock?d with imprecating Vows 
Of promis'd Faith 111 die, 1 will not bear it, 
You may hold me, —— [She pulls out ber Dagger, 

and they bold ber. 


But I c2n keep my Breath ; I can die inward, 
And choak this Love, 
Enter Alexar, 

Iras. Help, O Alexs help! 
The Queen grows deſperate, her Soul ſlruggles in her, 
\Vith ali the Agonies of Love and Rage, 
And ſtrives to {orice its Paſſage, 

Cleop. Let me go. | 
Art thou there, Jraitor ! O 
©, for alittle Breath, to vent my Rage! 
Give, gle me way, «n. let me [coſe vp« A hitn. 
Fi Alex. 
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Alex. Yes, I deſerve it, for my. il-tim'd truth. 
Woas it for me to prop | : 
The Ruins of a falling Majeſty? 
To place my ſelf begeath the mighty flaw, 
Thus to be cruſh'd, and pounded into Atoms, 
By its o'erwhelming weight ?-.? Tis. 100, preſuming 
For Subjects, to preſerve that wilful. pow'r: 

Which Courts its own Deſtruction. : {3 
Cleop. 1Iwou'd reaſon 
More calmly with you, © Did nat you oer-rule, 

And force my plain, direct, and open Loye 
Into theſe crooked paths of Jealouſie ? 
Now, what's th' event ? OdGaviais remov'd ; 
But Cleopatra's baniſh'd, Thou, thou, Villain, 
Has puſh'd my Boat, to open Sea ; .to prove, 
At my ſad Colt, if thou canſt ſteer;it back. 
It cannot be; I'm loſt too far; I'm ruin'd : 
Hence, thou Impoſtor, Traitor, Monſter, Devil. 
I can no more : thov,,and my Griets, bave ſunk 
Me down fo low, that,l want ygiceito, Cale thee. 
Alex. Suppoſe from ShiþÞwrack*d Seamgn-near the ſhore, 
Dropping and faint, wich chmbing up the Cliff, 
If, from above, ſome Charitable hand-- :.- 
Pall him to ſafety, hazarding himſelf. *, 
To draw the others weight; wou'd he look back 
And Curfe him for his Pains ? The Caſe is yours ; 
But one ſtep more, and you have gain'd the heighth. 
Cleop. Sunk, never more to riſe. 
Alex, Oftavia's gone, and Dollibella baniſh'd. 
Believe me, Madam, Amnrony is, yours, 
His Heart was never loſt ; but ſtarted off 
To J:aloaſie, Love's laſt retreat and covert: 
Where it les hid ia, Shades, watchful in ſilence, 
And liſPning for the'Sound that.calls it; back, 
Come other, any Man,..(*tis.ſo advanc'd) 
May perfect this uahoifh*d, work, which, L 
(Uahappy only to my, eli) haye.le(t-,, 
Soealic to his hand, | 
Cleop, Look well thou do?t ;, elſe 


Alex. Elſe, what your, ſilence threatens ———— Antony 
Is mounted up the,Zhargz1 from whole, Turret, 
He ſtands ſurveying Que an Gallics, | 
Engag'd with Ceſar's Fleet : now Death, or Conquelt. 
If the firſt happen, Fate acquirs my Promile:; | 
If we o*ercome, the) Conqueror. is yours.” 
A ditont ſport within. . 1joi1 
Char, Have comfang, Madan; did you. mark that Shoyt? 
any * 4s: ud3 If $7 1 Second 
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Vil never ſtrive againſt it; but die pleas'd 
To think you once were 'ige. 
nt. Good Heay'n, they weep at parting, 
Mult I weep too ? that calls *em innocent. 
I muſt not weep; and yet I mult, ro think 
- That I muſt noc torgive ———= 
 . Live, but live wretched, *cis but jſt you ſhou'd, 
Who made me ſo : Live from each others fight: 
Let me nor hear you meet : Set = the- Farrh, 
And all the Seas, betwixt your (1 Yager 'd Loves : 
View nothing common but the Sun'and Skys: 
Now, all take ſeveral ways ; 
And each your own ſad fate with mine deplore ; 
That you were falſe, and 'Tcould rrult no wore, 


 Exeunt ſeyral, 


- 3483 16: 


id R—— kt 


ACT V. 0. 


Cleopatr 4, Charmion, Tras . 


Char, E juſter, Heay'n : ſuch Virtue puniſh'd thus, 
Will make us think that Chance rules all above, 

And ſhuffles, with a Random hand, the Lots 
Which Man is forc'd to draw, 

Cleop. 1 cou'd tear out theſe Eyes, that gain*d his Heart, 
And had not pow?*r to keep it. O the Curſe 
Of doting on, ev'n when I find it Dotage ! 
Bear witneſs, Gods, you heard him bid me go ; 
You whom he mock*d with imprecating Vows 
Of promis'd Faith 111 die, 1 will not bear it, 
You may hold me. [She pulls out ber Dagger, 

and they bold ber. 


But Iczn keep my Breath ; I can die inward, 
And choak this Love, 
Enter flinen 

Iras. Help, O Alexa help; 

The Queen grows deſperate, her Soul lruggles in her, 
\With ali the Agonies of Love and Rage, 
And ſtrives to toice its Paſſage, 

Cleop. Let me go. | 
Art thou there, Traitor !- O X 
©, for alittle Breath, to vent my Rage! 

Give, give me Way, «01 let me coſe 1 up« A hitn. 
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Alex. 


Alex. Yes, I deſerve it, for my. il-tim'd truth. 
Woas it for me to prop | . 
The Ruins of a falling Majeſty? 
To place my ſelf begeath the mighty. faw, 
Thus to be cruſh'd, and pounded into Atoms, 
By its o'erwhelming weight ?-.?Fis. 100, preſuming 
For Subjedts, to preſerve that wilful. pow'r. 

Which Courts its own Deſtruction. ; \ 
Cleop. Iwou'd reaſon "a1 
More calmly with you, © Did not you ofer-rule, 

And force my plain, direCt, and open Loye 
Into theſe crooked paths of Jealouſie ? 
Now, what's th' event ? Ofavia/is removed ; 
But Cleopatra's baniſh'd, Thou, thou, Villain, 
Has puſh*d my Boat, to open Sea ; to prove, 
At my ſad Coſt, if thou canſt ſteer;it back. 
Ir cannot be; I'm loſt too far; I'm ruin'd : 
Hence, thou Impoſtor, Traitor, Monſter, Devil. 
I can no more : thov,,and my Griets, baye ſunk 
Me down fo low, that,lwant;ygiceto, Cale thee. 

Alex. Suppoſe from Shipwrack*d Seamgn-near che ſhore, 
Dropping and faint, wich chmbing up the Cliff, 
If, from above, ſome Charitable hand-- /.. 
Pall him to ſafety, hazarding himſelf. *, 
To draw the others weight z wou'd he look back 
And Courſe him for his Pains ? The Caſe is yours ; 
But one ſtep more, and you have gain'd the heighth, 

Cleop. Sunk, never more to riſe. 

Alex, Ofavia's gone, and Dolbella baniſh'd. 
Believe me, Madam, Amony is, yours, 
His Heart was never loſt ; but ſtarted off 
To ]:alouſie, Love's laſt retreat and. covert : 
Where it hes hid 1a, Shades, watchful in ſilence, 
And liſPning for the Sound that.calls it back, 
come other, any Man, .(*tis-ſo advanc'd) . - 
May perfect this uafioifh*d, work, which, 1 
(Unhappy only to my, ſel) haye-le(t-,, . 
So ealic to his hand, 

Cleop, Look well thou do't ;, elſe———— 

Alex. Elſe, what your ſilence threatens. Antiny 
Is mounted up the,Fhargz: from whole, Turret, | t) 


He ſtands ſurveyin ONien Galice Led 
Engag'd with Ceſare eet : now Death, or Conqueſt. 
If the firſt happen, Fate acquirs my Promile:; " 
If we o*ercome, the Conqueror. is yours,” | 
A dibom fſbonr within, wes 110i] 
Char, Have comfarg, Madam; did you mark that Shout? | 
ad * 446) 403 fl 72 1 Second 
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'” Second Shout nearer, © I 
Iror. Hark; they redouble it, Ka 
Alex, *11s from the Port, 


The loudnels ſhows it near: ood News kind Hex 
 Cleop. Ofiris make it ſo,” F ep... 12 


Serap, Where, where's the wo 0 
Alex. How frightfully the holy Coward Rares! 
As if not yet recover'd of th? Aſlaule, 


When all his Gods, and what's more dear to him, 
His Offerings were at ſtake. 


Serap. O horror, horror ! | _— 


Eeypt has been ;, our lateſt hour is tone * 
The Queen of Nations from her wacicat Seat, 
Is Sunk for ever in the dark Abyſy: 
Time has unrow[F'd her Glofies w6'the hſt, 
And now clog?d up = Votutne. 
Cleop. Be more 
Say, whence thon ane (though Fate is in thy Face, 


"At" Py 4 dit 7, &P 


. oF 


Emer Serupion. F anion 
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W hich from thy haggard Eyes looks your $19. corplone 


And threatens ere thou fpeak'ſt.) 
. Serap. —_—— _—, # 8 
10m viewing (ſpare me and-imagine it 

Our Lands laſt hope, your — mn Banos 
, Cleop, Vanquiſh'd? 

Serap, No. 
T.hey tought not. 

Cleop., Fhen they fled. 

Serag. Nor that. I ſaw, 
With Antony, your well appointed Fleet 
Row out z. and thrice he way*d his handon high, 
And thrice with cheerful Crys they ſhouted back : 
"Twas then, falſe Fortune, like a fawning Strumpet, 
A' out to leave the Bankrupt Prodigal, | 
With a diflembling Smile wavld kils'at parting, 
Ardflatter tothe laſt; the well-tim'd Oars. | 
Now dipt from every Bank, now ſmoothly ran 
To meet the Foe; and ſoon indeed they met, 
But not as Foes. In few, we ſaw their Caps 
On either ſide thrown ups, the E Lpptian Gallies 
(Receiv'd hke Friends, paſt through,'and fell behin 
7] h: Rowan rear: and now, they all —_— 
And ride withio- the 'Poct, | 

Cleop. Enough, Serapion : P2 998% 

Pve heard my doom. Thip horde it; Mo Gilts 4 
Vhen Llolt Jntony, your work was done; 
*Fis but wperfluovs malice. Where's my Loxd? 
Kow. bears he this lalt hlow 2 
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Sersp. His fury cannot be exprel&d.by words : 
Thrice he Attempted headlong to. have faln 
Full on his Foes, and aim'd at Ceſor's Galley: 
With-held, he raves on you; Crys, He's betray'd 
Should he now find! you ——+ 3 of } 14 4 
Alex. Shun him, ſeek your ſafety,.. . 
Till you _——_ your Innocence. wo 
1; Gleop. FI tay, SUING 4 > 
p14 You muſt not, halts you to your Monymeat, 
While 1 make ſpeed to Ceſar. . 
Cleop. Ceſar ! No, 
I have no buſineſs with him; } ,.. 
Ales. —_ EI} | *) 
To ſpare your Life, and.let this Madman periſh 
Cleop. Baſe fawning We Mr thou betray him too / 
Hence from my ſight, 1-will not hear a 7raytor 1 
*©7 was thy Deſign brought all this ruine on ws; 
Serapion, thou art honeſt; Count} me ; 
But haſte, each moment's precious, 
Serap. Retire; you muſt not yet ſee Antony. 
He who began this miſchief, 
{Tis juſt he tempt the Danger : let him clear you ; 
And, ſince he offer*d you his _— tongue, 
To gain a poor precarious Life from Cefar, 
_Let him expoſe that fawning” Elaquence, 
And ſpeak to Antony. on! + 
Alex. O Heavens ! I dare nat, 
I meet my certain Death, 
Cleop. Slave, thou deſervlt it. P 
Not that I fear my Lord, will | avoid him; 
I know him Noble: when he baniſh'd me, 
And thought me falſe, he ſcorn'd to take my Life z 
But I'll be juſtifixd, and then die with him. 
Alex. O pity me, and let. me follow you. 
Cleop. To Death, if thou ſtir hence. Speak, if thou canſt, 
Now for thy Life, which baſely ghou woutdl(t ſave; 
While mine Iprize at this. Come, good Sergpion. 
Exeunt Clop. Serap. Char, Iras. 
Alex. O that [leſs cou'd fear to loſe this Being, 
Which, like a Snow-ball, in my Cowacd han1, 
The more *tis graſp*d, the faſter melts away. 
Poor Reaſon! what a wreiched Aid act thou! 
For ſtill in ſpight of thee, 
Theſe two long Lovers, Squl-and Body, dread , 
Their final Separation. Let me thiak : 
What can I ſay, to ſave my ſelf from Death ? 
No watter what becomes of Clegpotie. | 
I Ant, 


od ” 
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Ant. within, Which way ? where? | TY 
Ven. within, This leads to th? Monument, 

Alex. Ah me! I hear him; yet <a HOY 

My gitt of lying's gone ; 

And this Court-Devil, which I ſo oft have rals'd, 

Forſakes me at my need, I dare not ſtay ; p-” 

Yet cannot far go hence. Os 


Enter Antony and Ventigive, «2 Wt 


Ant. O happy Ceſar ! Thou haſt Men to lead : 

Think not ftis thou haſt conquer?d Antony ; 

Bt Reme has conquer'd Eg JP. Pm beiray'd, 
Ven, Curle on this treach*rous Train ! | 

Their So:1 and Heav?n infect ?em all with Baſeneſs': 

An4 theig young Souls come tainted t6 the World - 

With the firſt breath they draw, © #44 1b 
Ant. TI Original Villain fare no-God crbatel ; | 

He was a Baſtard of the Sun, by Nile, - 

Ap*'d into Man ; with all his Mother's Mud | 

Cruſted about his Soul. 4.309 
Ven. The Nation is | 7 2I9M3 


O:ec Univerſal Traitor; and their 7 10,4250 


The very Spirit anJ Extract of 'em 3 
Ant. 1s there yet left 

A poſlibility of Aid from Valour ? 

Is there one God unſworn to my DeftruCtion ? 

The leaſt unmortgag*d hope ? for, if there be, - 

Methinks. | cannot fall beneath the Fate C22 

Of ſuch a Boy as Ceſar. "$I" 

The World's one half is yet in Antony; © 

And, from each Limb of it that's hew*d / away; * 

The Soul comes back to me. | 
Ven. There yet remain = 

Th:ee Legions in the Town. The laſt Aſſault | 

Eopt off the reſt :. if Death be your Defigh, - 

(As I muſt wiſh it now) theſe are ſufficient. - 

To mzke a heap about us of dead Foes, 

An honeſt Pile for burial. 
Ant, They*re enough. 

We'll not divide our Stars; but ſide by fide 

Fight emulous : and with malicious Eyes- 

Sarvey each other*s Acts ; -ſo every Death- 

Thou-giy*ſt, I'll take on me, as a juſt Debt, 

And pay thee back a Soul. . | 
Ven. Now you ſhall ſee Hove you. Not a word 

Of chiding more. By my few hours of Life, 

Iam fo-pleas?d with this brave Roman Fate, 


— W* av 
4i} Lo 


That I wou*d not be Cz/ar, to out-live you. | 4108 233T 


When we put off this Fleſh, and. mount together, 


— 


| Exit. 
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I ſhall be ſhown to all th* Etherial crowd; 

Lo, this is he who dy'd with Antony. | | 
Ant. Who knows but we may*pietce through all theic Troops, 

And reach my Veterans yet, -? Tis: worth the tempting, 

T” oer-leap this Gulph of Fate, : 

And leave our wand'ring Deſtinies behind. 

Enter Alexas, trombling. « 
Ven. See, fee, that Villain; 

See Cn__—_ ſtampt upon that Face, 

With ail her cunning, all her Arts of Falſhood ! 

How ſhe looks out through thoſe; diſſembling Eyes! 

How he ſets his Count*nance for deceit ; 

And promiſes a-Lye, betore he ſpeaks ! 

Let me diſpatch him firſt, - -. ( Drawing) 
Alex, O, ſpare me, ſpare me. - Pl. 
Ant. Hold ; he's not worth your killing. On thy Life, 

(Which thou maylt keep, becauſe I ſcorn to take it) 

No S$yllable to juſtifie thy Queea ; 

Save thy baſe tongue its Office, 

Alex. Sir ſhe's gone, 

Where ſhe ſhall never be moleſted more 

By Love, or you. | 
Ant. Fled to her Dollabella ! 

Die, Traitor, I revoke my Promile, die. (Going to yl! him.) 

Alex. O hold, ſhe is not fled. 
Ant. She is : my Eyes 
Are open to her Falſhood ; my whole Life 
Has been a Golden dream, of Love and Friendſhip, 
But, now I wake, I'm like a Merchant, rows'd 

From ſoft repoſe," to ſee his Veſſel finking, 

And all his Wealth caſt o*cr, lngrateful Woman! | 

Who follow?'d me, but as the Swallow Summer, 

Hatching her young ones in my kindly Beams, 

Singing her flatOcies to my morning wake z 

But, now my Winter comey, -ſhez{pread her wings, 

And ſeeks the Spring of Ceſar. 

Alex. Think not i : | 

Her Fortunes have, 1a all things, mixt with yours, 

Had ſhe betray*d her Naval force to Rome, 

How eaſily might ſhe have gaye to Ceſor, 

S:cure by ſuch a Bride ! . | 
Ven, She ſent it firſt, 

To be more welcome after, 

Ant. *'Tis too plain ; 
Elſe wou'd ſhe have appear'd, to clear her ſelf. . 
Alex. Too fatally ſhe has ; ſhe could not bear 
To be accus'd by you ; but ſhut her ſelf 
al | . Within 
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58 All fr LOVE; Or, 
Wi:hin her Monument : look*d down, and'Reh'd ; 
While, ſrom her unchang'd face, the,filent tears 
Dropr, as they had not leave, but itvle their parting. 
Sone undiltinguifh'd wores ſhe ioly murmur'd ; 

At laſt, ſhe rais*d her Eyes; and, with ſach-Lobks 
As dying Lucrece caſt, —— Wh 

Ant, - beart forbodes, 

Ven. All for the beſt : go on. 

Alex. She ſnatch'd her Ponyard, 

And, ere we cou*d prevent the fatal Blow, 

Flung*d it within her Breaſt; then turn'd to me, 
Go, bear my Lord (faid ſhe) my laſt Farewel ; 
And ask him it he yet ſuſpe&t my Faith, 

More ſhe was ſaying, but Death ruſt*d betwixt. 

She half pronofcc'd your Name with het laſt Breath, 
And bury'd half within her, 

Vena. Heay'n be prais'd, 

Ant. Then art thou innocent, my poor dear Love ? 
And art thou dead ? 

O thoſe two words! their Sonad ſhou'd be divided : 
Hadit thou been falle, and dy*d; oc hadſt thou liv'd, 
And hadit been true ——- . But [nanocence and Death ! 
This ſhows not well above, Then what am1, 

The Murderet of this Truth, this Innocence ! 
' Thoughts cannot form themſelyes in words ſo horrid 
As can expreſs my Guilt! | 


Ven. Ts'c come to this? The Gods have beentos gration ; 


And thus you thank fem for*t, 
Am, to Alex. Why ftay*ſt thou here ? 
Is ic 10r thee to ſpy upon my. Soul, . 
And ſee its inward mourning ? Get thee hence; K 
Thou art not worthy to behold, what now 
Becomes a Roman Emperor uo perform, 
Alex. Aſide. He loves her ſtill:  ' W 
His grief. betrays it. Good ! The joy to find 
Shes yet alive, compleats the Reconcilement; 
Ire ſav*d my ſelf, and her. Bur, Oh! the Romany! 
Fate comes too faſt upon my Wit. 
Hunts me too hard, and meets me at each-double : 
Ven. Woufd ſhe had dy*d a littte fooner-tho, ' 
Before Ofavia went; you might have treated : 
Now «twill look tame, and wou*'d not be receiv*d. 
Come, rouze your ſelf, and lets die warm together, 
Ant. 1 will not fight : there%s no more work tor War. 
. The bus*'nefs of my angry hours is done. 
Ven. Ceſar is at your Gates, 
Ant, Why, let hiu1 enter s. 
PFie's welcogic row. 


Faze, 


Von. 
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Ven. \What Lethargy has crept into your Soul > 

Ant. *Tis but a ſcorn of Life, ard jalt deſire 
To free my (elf from Bondage. 

_ Fen, Do it bravely, 
* Ant. | will ; but not by fighting. O, Ventidins ! 
What ſhou*d I hight for now 7 My Quren is dead. 
1 was but great for her; my Pow'r, my Empire, 
Were but my Merchandiſe to buy her Love; 
And conquer*d Kings, my Fators. Now ſhe's dead, 
Let Ceſar take the World, 
An Empty Circle, ſince the Jewel's gone 
Which made it worth my ſtrife : my Being's nauſeous, 
For all the Bribcs of Lite are gone away. 

Ven. Wov'd you be taken? 

Ant, Yes, I wou'd be taken; | 
But,. as a Romau ought, dead, my Ventidins : 

For Pil convey my Soul from Ceſar's reach, 

And lay down life my ſeFf, *Tis time the World 
Shon'd have a Lord, and know whom to obey. 
We two have kept its Homage in ſuſpence, + 
And bent the Globe on whole -cach ſide we trod, 
Tell it was dinted inwards: Let him walk 
Aloneupon't; I'm weary of my part. 

My Torch is out; and the World ſtands before me 
Like a black Deſart, at the approach of Night : 
I'll lay me down, and ſtray no {arther on. 

Ver, Icou'd be griev*d, 
But that 1'i] not out-live you : chooſe your Death ; 
For, I have ſeen him in ſuch various ſhapes, 
I care not which I take : I'm only troubled 
The Life I bear, is worn to ſuch a Rag, 
"Tis ſcarce worth giving, I cou'd wiſh indeed 
We threw it from us with a better Grace; 
That, like two Lyons taken in the Toils, 
We might at laſt thruſt out our paws, and wound 
The Hunters that incloſe us, 

Amt. I have thought on'c, 
Ventidins, you mult live, - 

Ven. I muſt not Sir. 

Ant. Wilt thou not live, to ſpeak ſome 200d of me ? 
To ſtand by my fair kame, an4-guard th' approeches 
From the ill Tongues of Men ? 

Ven, Who ſhall gnard mine, 

For living after you ? 

Ant. Say, I command it, **- 

- Ven. If wedie well, our Deaths w.ll ſpocak tliem{&lves 
Ard necd no living Witnels, i 
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Ant. Thou haſt lov'd me, - 

And tain 1 wou'd reward thee: I muſt die; 

Kill me,and take the Merit of my Death 

To make thee Friends with Ceſar. | 
Ver. Thank your kindneſs. | | . 

You ſaid Ilov*d youz and, in recompence, 

You bid me turn a Traitor : did I think. 

You wou'd have us'd me thus ? that I ſhou'd die | 

With a hard thought of you ? ”h 
Ant. Forgive me, Roman. 

Since I have heard of Cleopatra's Death, 

My Reaſon bears no rule upon my Tongue, 

But lets my thoughts break all at Random out : 

* I've thought better z do not deny me twice. 

Ven, By Heav*n, I will not, 

Let'it not be t* out-live you, 
Ant, Kill me firſt, * | 

And then die thou : for *tis but juſt thou ferye 

Jhy Friend, before thy ſelf. 
Ven, Give me your haid. 

We ſoon ſhall meer again. Now farewel, Emperor, (Embrace. } 

Methinks that words too cold to be my laſt ; | 

Since D-ath ſweeps dsltinCtions, Farewel, Friend, 

That's all, ——— 

x will not make a busneſs of a trifle : 

And yet | cannot look on you, and Kul yon ,,' 

Pray turn your Face. 
Ant. 1 do : ſtrike home ſure. . 
Ven, Home, as my Sword will reach.  _ (Kilr binſelf. > 
Ant. O., thou miſtak*lt, 

Fhat wound was none of thine : give it me back : 

Thou robh*ſt me of my Death. 
Fen. 1 do indeed ; 

But, think'tis the firſt time Tefer deceiy'd you z 

if that may plead my Pardon. And you, Gods, 

Forgive me, if you will; for I die perjur'd, 

Rather then kill my Friend, (Dies.) 
Ant. Farewel, Ever my Lesder, ey*n in Death] | | 

\ My Queen and thou have got the ſtart of me, . 

And I'm the lag of Honour. ———Gone-ſqg ſoa? 

Is Death no more? He us*d him carelelly,” 

T'/ith a familiar kindneſs :. ere he knock*d, 

{kan ro the Door, and took him 18. his Arms, 

As who ſhoufd fay, Y* are welcome at all hours, 

A Friend need give no warning. Books had. ſpoll'd him-; 

tor all the Leargf'd are Cowards by profeſſion, 

*Z1s not worth | 
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My farther thought : for , for onght I know, ; 
13 but to think no more Hert's'to be fatisfidd. (Fall; on bis Sword.) 
I've miſt my heart. O unperforming hand! 

Thou never couf*dit have err*d in a worle time. 
My Fortune jades me to the laſt ; and D-ath, 
Like a great Man, takes ſtate, and makes me wait 
For my Admittance———- (Trampling within.) 
Some perhaps from Ceſar: 
1: he ſhoutd find me living, and ſuſpet 
T hat I plaid booty with my Life! Plt mend #*s, 
My. work, ere they can reach me. | * (Riſer upon bir Ruees.) 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmion , lras. 
. Cleep. Where is my Lord ? where is he? 
Char, There he lies, '- 
And dead Ventidins by him. 
Cleop. My ſears were Prophetsz Iam come too late,” 
O that accurs*d Alexay ! (Runs to bim. ) 
Ant, Art thou living ? 
Or am [dead before 1 knew? and thou 
Tae firſt kind Ghoſt that meets'me ? 
Cleop. Help me Seat him.” | 
Send quickly, ſend for help. (They place bim in a Chair.) 
.: An. I am anfwer'd. 
We live both. Sit thee down, my Cleopatrz : 
I'll make the moſt I can of Life,to ſtay 
A moment fnore with thee. 
Cleop. How is it with you ? 
Ant. 'Tis as with a Man * 
Removing in a hurry; all pack'd up, 
Bat one dear Jewel that his haſte forgot} 
And he, for that returns upon the ſpur : 
So | come back, for thee, 
Cleop. Too long, you Heav*®ns, you have been crucl to me ; 
Now ſhow your mended Faith, and give me back 
His fleeting Life. 
Ant, It will not be, my Love. 
I keep my Soul by force, 
Say but thou art not falſe. 
Cle1p. Tis now too late 
To ſay I'm true : I'll prove it, and die with you, 
Unknownto me, Alexas feign'd my Death : 
Which, when I knew, I haſted to prevent 
This fatal conſequence, - My Fleet betray'd 
Both you and me, | 
Ant. And Dollabella,———— 
C/eop. Scarce eſteem'd before he loy'd z but hated now; 
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Ant, Enovgh': my Life's not long enough for more, 
Thow jayſt:rkon wilt come after : | believe thee, 
For 1 can now believe whateser thou-ſayit, 
T bat we may pait more kindly, 
Cle:p. 1 will come : 
Doubt: not, my Life, I'l come, and quickly too : 
Cefar ſhall, triumph o'er no part of thee. 
nt, But grieve rot, 'while thou ſtay*(ſt 
My lait dilaſtrous Times: 
Think we have had a clear and glorious Gay; 
Ard Heav*n did kindly to delay the Storm 
Juſt tili our cloſe of EvYaing, Ten years. loye, 
And not a moment loit, but all improv*d 
To tl utmolt Joys : Wheat Ages have we liv*d ? 
And now todie each others; and, ſo dying, 
While hand in hand we walk in Groves below, 
Wt ole Troops of Lovers Ghoſts ſhall flock abcut ur, 
And all the Train be ours. 
Clcop, Your woids are like the Notes of dying Swans, 
Too {tweet to laſt, Were there {0 many.hours. 
For your unkindneſs, and not one for Love? 
, Ant, No, not a minute, This one kiſs« more worth . 
Than all I leave to Ceſar. | | (D#z, 
Cleop. O, tell me ſo again, | 
Ard take Ten thouland kiſſes, for that word, 
My Lord, my Lord : ſpeak, if you yet have being ; 
Sigh to me, if you cannot ſpeak ; or caſt 
Ore look: Doany thing that ſhows you live, 
Iras. He's gone too far, to hear you; 
And this you ſee, a Lump of *fealleis Clay, 
The leavings of a Soul. * | 
Char. Remember Madam, 
He charg*d you nat to grieve, 
Cleop. And Vil obey him. 
] have not lov'd* a Reman not to know 
What ſhould becorne of his Wite ; his, Wife, my Charmion; 
For 'tis to that high Title I aſpire, £ Ir 
And now Þ'tl not die leſs, Let dull O&avia ” 
Survive, to mourn him dead : my Nobfer Fate 
Shall knit our Spou'alswith a tie too ſtrong 
For R:man Laws to break. 
Irs. Will you then die? | 
Cleap. Why thou*dſt thon make that Queſtion? 
| Jras, Ceſar is molt mercitul, 
Clrop. Let him be fo; - 
] 0: hoſe that want his Mercy : my poor Lord 
N.aJc no ſuch Cov*nant with him co ſpare me 
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When he was dead. Yield me to Ceſar's pride? 
What, to be led in Friumph through the Streets, 
A SpeRtacle to baſe Plebeizn Eyes ; 
While ſome dejz&ted Friend of Awtony's, 
Cloſe-in a Corner, ſhakes his Head, and mutters 
A Secret Curſe on her who ruin'd him ? 
Vit none of that, | 
Char. . Whatever you reſblye, 
Pl! followev'n to Death, 

Ira. | only fear'd 
For you but more ſhov'd fear to live without you. 

Cleop. Why, now 'tis as it ſhou'd be. Quick, my Friends, 
Diſpatch; ere this, the Town's in Ceſzr's hands : 

My Lord Jooks down concetn'd, and fears my ſtay, 
Leſt I ſhov'd be ſurpriz'd; 

Keep him not waiting for his Love too long, 

You, Charmion, bring my Crown and richeſt Jewels, 
With em, the Wreath of Victory I made 

(Vain Augury!) for him who now lies dead ; 

You, Ir4s, bring the Cure of a'l our Ills. 

Jra. The Alpicks, Madam ? 

Cleep. Muſt 1 bid yoa twice ? Exemnnt Chat, and 1: as, 
'Tis ſweet to die, when they wou'd force life oa me, 
To ruſh into the dark aboad of Death, 

And ſeize him firſt ; if he be like my Love, 

He is not frighctul fure, 

We're now alone, 1n fecreſie and'filences, 

Arid is not this like Lovers? I may kifs 

Theſe pale, cold Lips; Ofavia does not feet me ; 

And, Oh ! ?tis better far to have him thus, 

Than ſee himin her Arms. ——© welcome, welcorne, 
(Enter Charmion, Iras. 

Char. What muſt be done ? 

Cleop. Short Ceremony, Friends : 

But yet it muſt be decent. Firſt, this Laurel 
Shall Crown my Hero's Head : he fell not baſely, 
Nor left his Shield behind him, Only thou 
Cov'dſt triumph o'er thy ſelf; and thou alone 
Wert worthy ſo to-triumph,. 

Char. To what etid 
Theſe Enſigns of your Pomp'and Royalty ? 

Cleop. Dull, that thou art ! why, *tis to meet my I oy? , 
As when I ſaw him firſt, 66 Cy4#o7 bank, 

All ſparklitig, Iike a Goddels ; ſo adorn'd, 

VI find him once _— my ſecond Spoulals 

| Shall match my firſt, in Glory. Haſte, haſte,. both, 
| And dreſs the Bride of Antony. 
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Char. ©Tis done. LIFO Oo WIT >. 

Cleop. Now ſeat me by my Lord, Iclaim this place; 
For | muſt Conquer Ceſar too, like him, 
And win my ſhare o*th* World, . Hail, you dear Relicks 
Of my Immortal Love ! | et? Fay 
O let no Impious hand remove you hence; 
But reſt for ever here : let Egype give 
His Death that Peace, which it deny*d his Life. 
Reach me the Casket. | 

Irs, Underneath the fruit the Aſpick lies. | 

Clep, putting aſide the leaves. Welcow, thou kind Decciyer! , 
Thon beſt of. Thieves; who, with an calie key, | 
Do*ſt open Life, and unperceiv*d by us, 

Ev*n ſteal ns from our ſelves: diſcharging. ſo 
Death*s dreadful Office, better than himſelf, 
Touching our Limbs ſo gently into ſlumber, 

That Death ſtands by, deceiv*d by his own Lwage, 
And thinks himſelf but Sleep. 

Ser:p. within. The Qaeen,, where is ſhe ? 

The Town is yielded, Ceſar's at the Gates. 

Cleop. He comes too late to invade the Rights. of Death. | 
Haſte, bare my Arm, and rouzg the Serpents fury. [Holds out 
Coward Fleſh | ber- Arm and draws it back 
Woud'ſt thou conſpire with Ceſar, to betray me, 

AS. thou wert none of mine ? 14 force thee to'r, 
And not be ſent by him, 


But bring my Self, my Soul to Antony,  [Tmrns aſide, and then 
Take hence; the work is done, ſhows ber Arm bloody, | 


Serap. within. Break ope the Door, 
And guard the Traitor well, 
Char, The next 1s ours. 
Irs, Now, Charmioa, to be worthy | 
O7 your great Queen and Miltreſs, [They apply the Aſpicky. 
Cleop. Already, Death [ feel thee in my Veins ; 
I go with ſuch a will to find uy Lord, 
. That we ſhall quickly: meet. | 
A heavy numnels creeps through every Limb, 
And now ?*tis at my Head : my Eye-lids fall, 
And my dear Love is vaniſh*d in a Miſt, 
Where ſha'l 1 find him, where? © turn me to him, 
And lay me on his Brealt, Caſar, thy. wotit z; .. -. 
Now part us, if thou cault, (Dies.) lras ſinks dawn at. ber feet, 
and dies © Charnion ſands behind ber Chair, a dreſſing, her Head. 
Entry & :5pion, two Prieſts, Alexas bound, Egyptians. 
3 2. Pri-r. Bonold, Serapien, what hayock Death has made ! 
bh” Serap. 'Twas witit Lfcard, NO 
Charmion, 1s this weilf done? 
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Char, Yes, *tls well done, and like a Queen, the laſt 

Of her great Race : [ follow her, - (Sink dawn; Dies.) 
Alexas, Tis true, | 

She has done well : much better thus to die, - 

Than live to make a Holy-day. in Reeve. 
Serap. See, ſee how the Lovers fit in State together, 

As they were giving Laws to half Madkind, 

Th* impreſſion of a Saule leftin-her Face, 

Shows 4) oy with him for whom ſhe liy'd, 

And went to Charm him in another World. 

Ceſar!”s juſt entriog; grief has now no leiſure, 

Secure that Villain, as-our" pledge of ſafety F 

To grace th* Imperial Triumph. Sleep, bleſt Pair, 

Secure from humane Chance, long Ages out, 

While all the Storms of Fate fiy o'er your Tomb ; 
And Fame, tolate Poſtexity, ſhall tell, 
No Lovers liy*'d ſo great, or dy*d ſo well. 


Epilogue 
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Epilogue. 


J Oets, like Di ſutants; when Reef fail, BIR 
Have one ſure Refuge left an rhat PH #6il o 


Fop, Cexcomb, Fool, art jhunder'd through the Pit; | 


And this i all their Equipage of Wit. 1, 


We wonder how the Devil this ai rence grams, > ft; " | 


Betwixt our Fools in Ferſe, and-yours in Proſe 2: 
Fer, *Faith, the quarrel rightly underſtood, f 
Ts Civil War with their own Fleſh and*Blood. 

The Thread-bare Author hates the gawdy Coat ;. 
And ſwears at the Gilt Coach, but ſwears a fodt : 
Por tis obſerv'd of every Scribling Man, 

He groms a Fop as ff as ter he can ; 

' Prunes up, and asks his Oracle the Glaſs, 


— If Pink or Purple beſt become his Face. 


For our pror Wretch, he neither rails nor. prays ; 
Nor likes your Wit juſt as you like his Plays; 
Ele has not yet ſo much of Mr. Bays. 

File does his beſt ; and, if he cannot pleaſe, 
Wou'd quietly ſue out his Writ of Eale. 

Tet, if he might his own Grand Fury call, 

By the Fair Sex he begs to ſtand or fall. 

Let Calar's. Pow*r the Mens ambition move, 
But grice you him who loſt the World for Love. 
Tet if ſomt' antiquated _ ſay, 

The laſt Aze s not Copy'd in his Play; 

Heav'n help the Man who for that Face muſt drudge,. 
Which only has the wrinkles of a Judge. 

Let not the Toung and Beauteous joyn with thoſe ; 

For ſhow*d you raiſe ſuch numerous Hoſts of Foes, 
Toung Wits and Sparke he to his aid muſt call ; 

"Tis more than one Man's work ta pleaſe you all. 
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